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eader ma) find ſome Faults 
Phe LAY, which my IIIneſs 
| e amending of ; but there 1s 
; M great \miends made in the Repreſentation, 
Which canr match'd, no more than 
the friendly and indefatigable Care of Mr. 
- » Wilks, to whom I chiefly owe the Succeſs 
of the Play.” _ of 5 : 
We ; ” 3h. 1 7 Fargubur. 
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© Spokes by Mr. FILES. * 


| H EN 15 7 difurks, vr „ Shth 147 an Age, 
22 yr it the Bufine/s of the * . N | 
When the A plan Dealer writ, 17 laſ'd thoje Crime _ 
Which then infeſted meſ. 1h 7 725 : b 23 
But now-when Faction ſleeps, and Steth is fle f = 
And all our Youth in aftit'e r TY are bred; , wor 1 
When thre GREAT BRITAIN"; Fe arr extenſive "Round, f 
The Trumps of Fame, the Noten of UNION found ;..- 
When AN NN s Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 
And her Example gives her Precepts Force; | 
There ſcarce is rom for Satyr; a Foal 
Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praſſe. 
But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares OOH. 
Aid Pappies riſe among the Golden Zart; . 1 
Our Product ſo, fit ar the Field or School, | © © 
Muft mix with Nature's F avourige 5 Full, 
Altea that has to twenty Summers ran, © » 
' Shoots" up in Sali, and Pegetatis to Mar. . \ 3 | bt N 
Simpling aur Aus bor yors from Feld to Field, 5 355 
And culli ſuch Fools, as inay Divver fron 1 | 
Aud, thanks to Natare, there s no want e 77, 1 . 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows, 
Follies to-night ave o 10er laſb d before,  * © 
Pet gab os Nature forws vu e Han: ::; ᷑́᷑ TN 
Nor can the Pifures give a ju Offence, ;: | 
For Fools are made of *” to Mex of Senſe. ». 4 pup 
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| Arever, . cond as Servant. Mr. ike 


Caunt, I AFrenchOfficer, Priſon- 
Beliair „ 4 er at Litchfield, 4. 1 Raunen. 
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Sellin, | . A Country, Block head, 45 Mr. Verbruggen. p 


brutal to his Muſe: i 
Freeman, A Gentleman froth Londa Mr. Keen. 
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W at Hey an 40 


5 . here... Whyte 
7, bawf ſo, Father? D'ye chin * 
dae 88 Barf & 


Ben. Yau deſerve to have none, yoo-young ROE | 
The Company of the ars in eye + Coach has, Roo jn 397, 
* | | 


the Hall this Hour, and 0 ip Wey them;to heir 
Chambers ASTRO He 


Cher Aud let em wait, x ather ; there te Red: * 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman o 


Nes ny threaten to go to another Inn to- a 
ight. 2 
A 3 . _ Coer, IE 
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3 The Beaux are 


Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coathman 
| ſhou'd overturn them — coming: 
Here“ $ the London Coach airy. | 


Eater „ n 


1 ther — and wy the Cha 


Don. Weioche Ladies. 
Cber. Very welcome, — 
ſhew the . and the Roe, 
| Exit wvirh the Company. 


Enter Aimwell i, in a Riding Habit, Archer. as Foot man, 
f carrying a Porimantau. 
* This way, this way, Gentlemen. 


Aim. Set down the rome 80 to ihe whey and ſee 


wy; Horſes well rubb d. 
ZBW | [Ext 
Ain. You're my Landlord, I ww ? 


Bou. Yes, Sir, Im old Will. Baniface, pretty well 


known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 


_ tim, Mr. Roniface, your Servant. 

Bom O! Sir What will your Honour pleaſe 
to drink, as the Saying is? 

Aim. 1 have heard your Town of Lirchfeld much 
 fam's for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 


Ven. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Ti un of the 


beſt Ale in Staffirdfizre ; "tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as' Brandy, and 
will be juſt fourteen Vears old the n N of next 
March, Old Style. 
= You're very exact, 1 find, in the Age of your 
e 
Ben. As punttual, Sir, as Tam in the Age of my 
Children: III Me vöu ſuch le Here, Tapſter, 
broach Number 1766, as the 1 5 is; ir, you 
ſhall taſte my Anno Domini — I have liv'd.in Litch- 
Feld, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 
be believe, have not 0 nt and fſiy Oupces of 
eat, | 


: 1 
o * Fo * 
5 " D 


r Pra, we cc. 


the Beaux Balg. 7 75 5 
An, At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your - a 
8 'by 3 poli Bulk. ala 

t in my Life, Sir: T have fed purely upon 
as 11395 eat my Ale, drauk my Ale, and 1 "Ing, 

ſleep 1 5 Ale. 1489 21s agod vin, 

Enter Tapſter with a Battle and ud Glaſe, | | 

Now, Sir, you, ſhall ſee [Fi}/ing it our.] Your Wor- 
ſhip's Health: Ha! delicious, 4. Niet — fancy it 
Burgundy, only fancy i it, and tis wo.th ten ee a 


by [Drink;. oy is confounded firong. 
Bon. Strong ! It muſt de fo, or bo- wou'd we 5 
Prong that a dk 8 4 
Aim, And have you liv'd'fo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord? -© 
Vun. Eight and ſiſty Years, upon my credit Sir; 
bat it kill d my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying i is. 
Ain. How chme that to paſs?” 
Bon, I don't know how, Sir ; ſhe woilld* not let Me: 
Ale take its natura Courfe, Sit ; ſhe was for qualifying, | 
it every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is ; 
and an honeſt Gentleman that came this way from Te- 
Lind, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſque- | 
baugh but the poor Woman was never well 
after: But, howe'er, I was oblig dt to the Gentleman, 
you know. 
Aim. Why. was it 11 Uſyuehaugh that killd ber 14 Fo 
Bun. My Lady Bountiful (aid o. She, good Lady. 
did what Gt be done; ſhe cur'd her of three T ym-" 
panies, but the fourth cafry d her off; but ſhe happy, 
- and I'm contented, as the Saying is. | 
Ain. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you meritivh'd. 3 
Bon. Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink her Health. 5 
| (Drinks. My Lady Bountifw!'s 0: e of the beſt of Wo- 
men: Fer laſt Halband” Sir Charles Bounth, 21 leſt Ren 
| ah: A thouſand Pound a Year ; and, I lieve, 1 he 
out one half on'ti in charitable Uſes for the of, 2208 
855 5 "he cures Rhevtnatifms;' Ru ures. 5 
e Shins in Men ; Green-Sickneſs, Obſtruc- 
A4 e W ; 


= _ 5 
- ” * * - 
N 5 


The * n 55 


. and Fits of the Mother in Women — 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblaios.in Children: 
159 ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Li ch- 
eld within ten Years, than the Doctors bave kill di in 
twenty, and that's à bold Word. 
Aim. Has the Lady been any other way ofeful in her 


__ Generation ?- 


Ben. Yes, Sir, the bas a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For- 
tune; She bas a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, Squire 


Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London t'other = 
Day; if you. pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. | 
Aim. What ſort of a Man i * he? - ] 


Bin. Why, Sir, the Man's well enou h ; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does. — nothin at all, faith: * he's 
Man of great Eſtate, and values no  bedy. 

Aim. A Spoitſman,. I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he lays at 
Wil, and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty ours to- 


... gether ſometimes, FP P 
' n Yr 6, hay | And marr ve F 
A | 

3 * Ay. and to a curious Woma nan, Sir But he's 
a——Hs Wants it here, Sir. ; 
Lean 2 to bis F ore head. ne 
py He has it there, you mean, 
Bon. That's none of my Buſineſs: he's my Landlord, M 
and ſo a Man, you know, you'd not But I- cod, Qt 
. he's no better than—Sir, my humble Service to you. 2 
| DDrinks.] Tho I value not & Fa thing what he can co tic 
to me; I. pay him his Rent at Quarter-day ; I have di. 
| 4 good: A Trade ; I have but one Dayghrter, a and di 


1 can give her But no matter for that. ry 
Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface 3 ; Par, what 
other Company have you in Town a? 
power of ng Lagos; and den e have the f 
ranch, '© cers. __ 4 | 
. - Him. 0 thar's ; icht, you, have 4 many of 
thoſe Geielenen: rey. how do why 8 Net. * 


* - 3 313 -4 
: * = Ta ® a 4 * 
1 +1133 1z7 — 22. 1 
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85. $6 welt, as the Seri is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of em; they're full 4 Money, and 


double for every th they have; th Ae r 
7 mw Pal aid . 10 e for the k aking of < 55 
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f 9358 of hg 
on. RI SIe 4 Hr U 7 WER! 1 
4 — 


nA he ering 4 . 
0 11 1240. chere are fome' 0. liek | —_— 
below, that aſk,for y o. 
* Bon. TW wait on "ok ——Does your Miſter ſtay. 
lo in Town, as the te og , 1 0 Archer. 
Arch. I can't tell, All the Saying is. - . 
u. Come from Lend r 
A cb. No 2 Y 
Nun. Gals r. may hap 1 41 
.. ©. 
+ Boi, An odd Felſow this: 1 beg /y 5 
Pardon, LIl wait on you in half a ox jou 12 . 


188 
354 


E xi . 


Ain. The Coaft's clear, ee Nen, * Hear, 


Archer, welcome to Litcbſell. 
Hoch. 15 Ne 1 Brother i in Tait quity.. 
Aim. Tniquity ! ee, ny, Sean $3 0 ced, 
not chan your 8 Sole with' yo 8 . . 
Ach. Don't miſfake nie, 4 Auel, for tis fill my.- 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal Tike | Rags, nor any, 
Crime ſo ſhameful az' Poverty. 
An The World confeſſes it every Day i in its Prac.' 
tice, tho? Men won't own it for their Opin'on : WhO 


did that worthy Lord, my Brother, ode out of 55 
t; 


Side. box to ſup with him other Night ? 
Arch, Jack Handicraft, A de ace a. 


manner] ert Rogu who ceps the TY 
puh ig, "iba APES 27 | par 8 55 Ws 

Ain, e and pray, und marry* 

Manſſaug hier t bebet 5 the great a ne.? * 
ch. Why, Me > rraboue, 4 


fome Figur i des Th bis Co 17 
uled't . n 1 * 12 aer 


a A 8 k * Ain. 
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19 3 1 Stratogtm. 
Park fal Weck? 


Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's — * 


ling Tits as 87. W bc 35 
have no great Opinion of 0 Hearts fro rvice 
2 have done us h deren, e it be —.— Y brought 


155 ak you N 


wha have very good Fortunes = erate: People ; 


f with the Experience that \ we are now Maſters 2 is 
| a better Kiſtate thay the, ten thouſand, F LOWE 5 F 
N — Oer Friends indeed be began to ſu F4 that our 


Ain. But did you, obſerye pour Jack en che 


$1 


"Arch; Yes, with his Autumnal P exiwig, ſhading his 
melancholy Face, his Coat older than any 2 bg but 
its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in bis ocket,. and 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth; and tho! the 
Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor Jack 
as 1 25 and ſolitary as a Lion in a Bes ſart. 
WM And as much avoided, for no Crime pon 
ut the want of Money. ; 
1 And that's enough; Ro not be p poor; ; 


enovgh, let em buſtle : Fortune has taken the Weak 
2 ProteQion, but Men of Senſe are leſt to their 
t 

Aim. "om which Topick we proceed, and, think, | 
heck Longs A a. . 1 wear = that 

Tama of Quality, and you, my Servant, . en if 
our intrinſick Value were of * | oy | 
Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, or 
12 in Government: We have 1 to get 

ney, and Hearts to ſpe bd it. 25 
Aim. As to our Flearts, 1 gr grant ye are as wil- 
0 but I can 


$48 


om London hither to. Hieb. made. me- 4 Lord, 


Pars at's more than yo 7 beach. F 
what Money have we AE. 1 00 . 
TEAR 'But two hundred 

Acb. And out Horſes, els 


we 198 
qual, 7118 


8 TS 
let me t lt you, that this two hundred Pound, 


rss ws 


Pockets were low, but we came e of, with Wa Co | 
F051 EA: 


. 
irn 


3 


Died. 1 e den 75 
An 


rence enough for our ade 


Volun 


come to that. I am for venturing ond of the Hundrede, 


it you will, upon thie Knight Errantry; but in cafe ir. 


ſhould fail, we'll referveithe other t&-carry'us to ſome 
Counterſcar where we may die as'weliv'd; in a Blaze: 
Ain. With all my Heart, and wetbave Hv'd jiltly, 


Archer” we caw't'{ay that wekave ſpent our Fortunes, 5 


dut that we have enjoy d en. Geck gon 
_ -- Arch; Right; ſo mach Pleaſure for fouluch Money; 
we have had our Penny-worths; and had I Millions, I 
wou d go tothe ſame Matket again! O'Londor, London! 


well, we have hid our Share, and let us be 3 
Paſt Pleaſures, for ought L know, are beſt, ſuck'we ar are 


fore of; thoſe to come may difaj us m ON: 


"Gn. i; Mas uber d the lage b ge th fot how 
come inhumane Wretches murder «Wy Ind Fortunes; 
thoſe-that by ſactificing all to one Appetite; mall ſtarve 


all the ret— You ſhalt have ſome that live only in their 


Falateszandin their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown theother - 


Four: Others are onfy Epieures in x br a mathe 
ſhall ſtarve their Nights to mw 5 igure a Days, and 
famiſh their own, to feed the E 50 

bort confna their Pleuſures to the dark, ad 

their cious Acres to the Circuit'of a' Mu: Mr. 

. Right; bat they find the Indits in mi pe 
where they Genſume em, and, I think,” your® 1 
Keepers have much the beſt ont; for they in 1 th 
moſt Senſes by one . wit there's the Secing, ear- 
ing and Feeling, y gfatify'd ; and Tome Philo- 


ſophers will telle Tel the From ſick © "a" Commerce, 
— ariſes a ſixth Senſ 0K. Lone, that gives Whaley moe 
n 7 | 


Aim. And to paſs to the other“ Extremity- of alf 
W 1 think thoſe the 88 their TN | 
(Op 


lows,” en 50. ae . Wan 2 | 

nd o going to! Brajeli Ws u good Feet | 
Ay, 28 2 + 
rapt you, dur er imagine, — We are gone a 


tering; - 
- Arch, Why. „aich if his Pen fails, ie mul een 


ed Aeon Sony | 
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5 4, 
eat ok 


eee 


ey deftroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint#he 


| wt ed Thos ns the-woſt miſerable Wights3i Being: 


| WAS oF evidences, Give me a Man that eps his 
Fixe Senles keen and bright as his $word, that has em 


ways drawn out in their juſt Order and 3 
vu. dl. ede as Commander at the Head of em, 


| wa A em by turns upon whatever Party of Plea- 


Gele ee commands em to retreat upon 
Appearange of Diladvaptage, or Danger: 
Fo my part, I cam ihick to y _ while my Wine, 
dmpany, and my Realon, holds good z I can be 


| charm ee ne Shot falling in Love 


tk oye. Hontiag, but would not, like 
Ad e, be eaten up by my own Dogs ; 1 dove a fine 


Houfe; but let be Kemp itz and juſt ſo 1 love a 


Sne Woman. on Kea. 3629 bud 3.7 
Ain In that lat Pa ular you have the better df me. 
Areb. Ay, youre fuch an.amorout-Poppys that I'm 


| afraid you!!! poll pur Sport ;! you an enterſtir my 
Paſſion witbogt feeling Ih undi $1195; 02 hoch, 


Aim 98 the; Aging: part be aut of N in 


Town, tis Hill in, foree with the Country Ladies 
And let ms tell v0, F:ank, the Fool in that Paſbon 
Marrs op e e. . 1 


5 Ae Well, I n dime de 3-708 a 
ſq; the Day Ag. o 1 teen, 8 


Ain. And at Lincoln, T;again, e ant 


know, 7. Q be Maſter. - u oi e qo 
Asch. 2855 at Norwwich-I monnt, nh ich; J think. ſhall | 


be 2 laſt Sta . Res for, if we fail there wellbembark 
adieu 16 Venus, and welcome Mars: 
N A Match ! LEauer Boniface.) Mum. 


ee * will Nen Worſhip RON ta have f for 


, ONO * * PF. in; 

| Nn. K 9% a) LEE 
cats piece cok Reef the Pot 
va 0 85 dire. 1k 41 TRE Hunt $4 . 


To: Tmat.confelo=——1 can't 


7} G3. ; . 4 75 3 


ut ä Pig. 575 947 f 0 47 24015 15 2 975. 
. 


3 * : KY 


— 


Ain. Hold your prating, _ Do you know Who 


you are Pleat: (790) ah 7th i 
Bon, 2 to peak f me 

thing i in the War rad bh g 5 
- Aim, Have y wha ey Tal 

Bon. Veal! we had 4 lee Lein of Yea 


on Wedneſday laſt. „ „ 2G 02-86:4635: 5; . 
Hime. n Fo op Fiſh, or Wild-fow! v 


Bon. Ak for Filh, Sir, we fre an inland Town 
and indifferently ded With 


ont z but then for Wild2fow! We have's 5 EI 


Couple of Rabbets, are . . N 


Aim. Get me the Rabbets 2 I 


Bon. Fricafleed © Lard, Sir, 1 0 eat much beer 
fnother with Onio P 


Areb. 'Plhaw?' Rot your a $109 IT 


Aim. Again, -Sirrah 8 Taslerd, chat y in 
pleaſe; but hold, I have z finall 8 -of Mon 
and your Houſe is ſo full of 50 . ee it 

a5 ker bt your cg Ge 

Fellow of mine gets drunk, oo Wade nothing — 
ere; Sirrah, reach me the ftrong F 
 4reby Yeu! Sir,——this Will wire us Reputation. 


both for your Security and mine; i Pods ſoz 
above T W˖)o hundred Pound; if How doubt jt, PIFcbunt 
it to you uſter Sopper: But be yon lay it where 9 
may have it at a Minute's warning 570 Affaire ate 

a little dubieus at preſent 3 perhaps Te e ed 5 
half an Hour, Tale. I-may be. youre 858 till he 
| beſt part of that be pent ; 2 

to keep my Horſes ready Taddled+*B 75 
the ret I muſt beg, what yo ons" 
have none of your Ie Dang "you call call 
for he's the: nick Affe Seti Sor Hers, 
light me to /Chamibes,-. A hiat. 10 108 52 


my: 
Areb. Ves BI 0» 2% U «it, "Bp x. 
Bon. IO an. G 5 1 0 e 


uu. 


2 
1325 


. 


79 15 e ig - 18 


Fim, that's the wad? 


3 for whetithy — | 


. . 2:4 Afiae. 4. 755 e We 
8 | Metey Landford; be ch | . 


Auen 1 . . 
-- ] 8 

| 1 
fc. 


* Þ — 0 
— 2228, 5 


$ =, mY 


, / 1 


hag . The Beau Stratugeti 
8 0a 7 4 Enter Cherry. BUY 4171 ol 
4 "hw Diye call, Father: | 
'8 Bon. Ay, Child; you muſt 10% 0 l Box for he 
5 0 'tis full of Money. 

- * , Cher, Money! all that Money ! why ſure, Father, 
tte Gentleman comes to be. choſen ANGER 


Who is he? | h 
Bon, 1 dav't 2 5 make of, Hons 3; he. alt 


. 
x * * 


7 87 s Horſes rpady faddled, and of going per- 
$ at ye p * of laying Perhaps till 
: het part of this be ſpent 
5 Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he „ Highway-man, 
B.. A Highway. man I upon my Life, Girl, you have 
£5 hit it, and this Box is ſome new-p ed Booty 4 
Now, cou'd we find, him out, the Money, e ours. I 
" Bot Wk 85 a TINY 1 | 
12 al, Hortes "RAVE —— F 58 1 n 
"Che Ae e 4 Black. o 1 


+ A ck gy de Alan e on che black | 
11 a Bock 1 05 ans the to0,60ur Fratexnity, we af 
45 — y beerly him with a fafe, 3 1 Idon't think 


it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own Look'e, yo 

Child. as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly ta C} 
Work; 0 BED have, the Gentleman's Servant kn 

_ loves 1 a Weg II ply ham him, that. way, and ten te one he | 

4 — A: A8 v3. you, muſt. work! im. F acher way, * 

5 5 ather, Wang you have; ht ure (Secret. kil. 

2 » 755 Ai 21% 3 Sonne 
Ds "Oo. "bg „Chic, were Two hundeed Pound. ff 
885 9 0 [Ring £4556 55 00 Coming, mint be 
"windy porn D 


"S492 po Sn! my Father ! 1 you 
Fey lk TR er wan #:20044 genercus fre- WW to} 
ori 1 E cari'titell howfar her good na- befe 

$i < extencepfarghe goo of her Children. & 

1 8 e ty 6 Ioan euch is Dang) 

th is Gueſt, dd debauch his Daugh- 
E 5 1 A, een tel > 


* 43 | N Euer 


> 


The: Beaux sade, 


| 8 Enter: Weben, ; 
4 What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo a as 


to be the Subject of * Contemplation? 


Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, dell be but little 


the better for't. 


Arch. Lhope fo, for, m bote, youdiduorthinkof me. 
Cber. Suppoſe Þ had ++ 
Arch. Why thei Vaude ber even with me; for the 


Minute I came in, I + aaa 


ſhould make Love to you. wy 
' Cher. Love o me, Friend: N * 
Arch. Yes, Child. 4 4 | 


Cher. Child !; Manners ;, 3 you" kept a intle Sn 
diſtance, Friend, N would become you much better. 


Arch. Diſtange:! good Night, Saucebdx. Goiiꝝ. 


Cher. A pretty Fe oz L. Hle his Pride. Sit, pray, 
Sir, you ive) or [ 
be WI thyour Maſter's Fortaue here, which ſets 

me a ee | 


cher dr Le haye the Credit to 
6 eee I hopes in er t 


affronted,' + TG 2561, 
Arrb, Aa eie fall in the Face, and ru tell 
you whether you can affront me or no.——'Sdeath' 
Child, you have apair of delicato Eyes, mw you don't 
know what to do with e.. "AR MA: vc rfl OY 
Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ge eyery body! SD 
Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had em, they way'd 
kill every body.— Prithee inſtruct mei I: wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know What td ſay . 
Cher, Why, "did 8 n hone, to any body 


before? | nnn 14SEC 
Arch. Never to 2 be . can aſſure 
you, Madam; my 2 conſin d 
to People within my ow Sphere, I nevecaſpir'd ſo high 
before. 0 ge . 1 DO A . 
1 Y hu 7204 {Archer ; 


e u 04% FR Tag 1 ect od 3 A, 

© tad are dreſd leb (mog 35.1 oat) 

Dyar a Men 2090 ue eee, 
200 a 4 10 wh * A 


; b a f 1114 Such 
"= ? * 
— % 7 1 


of 4 


15 | 


— 


5 
* 
* 5 
- * 
a 
* 
4 * — 
> 
4 — 
3 * 
* ” * 
ts VP Po es — - 
ory 


N [2 " * 2 2 £ 
" N — — — — 
— — 2 
— — £9 * 4 —— — _ - —> — — 227 — 
- 


- . n Ml , . 
„ „„ — 


— 


4 4 * 
- ) 4 " F 4 
1 oe We uo om wh, op ie es Are TU es — — — 
— wn 


22 


— — —ꝛ — Wes — cow 


. 'T 4+; 
. . o enſug | 2 12 
e 36: — ed, G0 , | 
grits! Sire thin, N Diare:''m Jour cn. 
N. | rithee give me 2 © CE 
2 gh) n (Qfnwhat/ intra ee AN. 
1 ene then en lier de. E. 8 750 
H e 13 21811 4 
Cher What can 1 think of this Man bg Win 
you give me that Song, Sir? 5 
Aab. Ay Deur, take 1. while * is warm, 
LK, bor} 
Aber And wiſh ther hd Zen Swann of Bees 
too to. hare fang gen you. p 0 
Axel. Tre ee of” Lb; 
chant hav dene he ee del eee rs 
: Cher, This Fellow is tilheyotrenasweltab Tiſh] 
1 Sir? 4 
Agb. Name I eee Jobe 
- Martin. 0 ts at 4 


ber. Where were pon Gern . Aae St uc 0b. 


Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh, A0 b os dad "oc! 
Cher. What was'yoiur Father: 10 
| Arb. „Of- —SteMar!'it's: pull «+ 1 SINE. 
| be eee Ur v4 8 | 
— 2 ven . eee . 
Y 'You ma 
Arch. what? 791 
Ober. T re ed e 
- EO mak: 
e. Lan yours esta. you di u 
Arcb. That you're an Angel” | 
ler. "Ital be rude. oy Pe 
: Arch. So ſhall I. dre NA NI. WY 
Cher. Let my Head) vi he war 14, 
Arb. — et waiſt" hrs ; 
4 Kiffes her. Songhcrval) oats Cheny, Cherry. 
. Chers 


* af 
# a3 8 


'4 * 


„ my little 75 enus, 


d Fire! het Lips are Honey-combs. 


; 


4 ” 


7 be Beaux Stratogem. „ 2s 
Chas Pm——My Father calls; you Gere Devil, 


bow durſt 8 oP 2 Breath fo — Offer to follow 


me-one Rep, 
Arch. Af: ir Challeng 


Errants, 10- Fortune be our Guide, 


1. , ae ACT. 


SC ; EN E, 4 Gallayin Lal Bounrifuls . 


Fouſe. 1 
N allen and unn 


1 


this Morning 

MIS. fal. Any where 40 pray; for Heaven ere 
belp me: But I think; Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer i in the Liturgy againſt bad Haſbands. © 


and I ſwear, Siſter: Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
that : For beſides the part that I une bn 


— 


Wife, your Examples give me ſuch àn Impr 
=; Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to . — 
to a long Vacation all its Libet ſuppo a8 l 


* moſt U Man alive. 

rs. Sul, — conſtant Henk — 

SE? k s from yoo e e 
o, he 


Mrs. Sul 


allenge, \ by this Light; this e pretty | 
Ee 4 an Adventure; but we are n ur c 


N \ / Oreo mp dear. ar you or Church 1 


- Dor But there's a Form of Law at Doctors Compjerns 3 | 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
Broils, as being Siſter to the n . 


that you brought it to a-Caſe of Gs what can 
you urge againſt your Huſband ? or Brother 35, we; 6 


8 * 
Pn , 
- * 
a * 
9 * 
y * 
; 1 
22 2 0 4 9 
Vee. x Dies 1-3 gs 
* n — - — — - 


Fc The Wk PETTY 
"Mes. Sul: A Maintenance ! do you take me, Mad: 
foran Hoſpital Child, chat | mit f fit down, = 
| Benefactors, for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? As t 
10 e it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten Thouſand 


Pounds, out of which I mi ht expect 21 ret 
things, call'd Pleaſures. E . . 


Dor. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the . 


| affords. 


Mrs. Sul. Country Þ Pleaſures | ! Racks and Torments ! | 


Doft-chink, Child that my Limbs were made for leaping 
of Ditches, andclambring over Styles; or that my Parents 


_ wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country Plea- 


ſures, had early inſtructed me in rural Accompliſhments 
ol drinking fat Ale, playing at Whiſt, and ſmoaking 


Tobacco with my Huſband; or of ſpreading ofPlaiſters, 
brewing df Diet-drinks, and ſtilling Roſemary-Water, 
wich the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-Law ? 
Dor. I'm forry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you ; I eou'd wiſh, indeed; that our 
ents were a little more polite, or your Paſte 

a Little leſs refin'd :- But pray; Madam, nb Eime the 
Poets and Philoſ6phers;: that labour'd ſo much in hunt- 


1 Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life? 
Sul. Becauſe thęy wanted Money, Child, to find 


- out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever hear of a 
Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound? If you 
can ſhew-meſuch a Man, I'll lay you fifty Pound, you'll 
_ find him ſome where within the Weekly Bills. Not that 1 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures, as the Poets have painted them 
in their Landſcapes; every Pcyllis has her Coryaon, every 
murmuring Stream, and every flou/ ry Mead gi om freſh 
Alarms to Love — Beſides, | "You'll and, that their Cou- 
ples were never marty d Bot vonder, I ſee my Co- 
— „and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows Come, 
; nada, don't be ang "he's my Huſband, and your 
Brother, and. ! is he not a ſad Brute ? 
© © Dor. I have nothing to thy * Vour * of him, 
— re the heſt Judge... 
7 HOY rs: Sid. O Siſter, Sifter 1 ifever vou marry, beware 
| ofa ler, ſlent 908. one that's always _— kinks; 
8 I; 


One E be Beaux genes EDS 
thipks. — There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Bloek- _ 
head; and ſinee a Woman maſt wear Chains, I wou'd, * 
have the Pleaſure of 2 em rattle a nttle.— Now | 

you ſhall ſee ; but take this by the way, He came home 

this Morning at his uſual Ms of 9 mpeg me 

out of a ſweet Dream-of ſomething elſe, by tumblin 

over the Tea-Table, which he broke all to ieces; 5 

ter his Man and he has rowl'd about the Room like 

ſick Paſſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, 

dead as a Salmon into a Fiſhkmonger's Baſket; his Feet 

cold as Ice, his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands 

and his Face as greaſy as his Flannel Night-Cap — 

Oh Matrimony! Matrimony ! He tofles, up the 

Clothes with a barbarous ſwing over his Shaldem, diſ-. 

orders the whole Oeconomy of my Bed, leaves me half” 

naked, and my whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable 

Serenade of that wakeful Nightingale, his Noſe ——a FO . 

O the Pleaſure of counting the melancholy Clock by 5 ' 
| a ſnoaring-Huſband ! —— But now, Siſter, you ſhall. 

ſee how andſomiely, being a e Wen pl 


beg ny Parcons |. e eee 5 

D Sian; . 72 * a 6. ? Y "= -o* 

? Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. = 

i Mrs. Ful. Will you be fre , my. 18 to dirk | 1 

a n Rm this Morning it Ay 355 your i. a 

u | 1 e 

Il ; Dory Coffee, ther f c d N 

EE 

in Mrs, Sul. u pleaſe. to dreſs, and go to 1 

70 na ef 4 8 5 TEA N un aal Bloc 23 
4 0 is 5 + ty 3 L 1 7 "tho 7 0 fl 2 | 

70 e 0850 i | 


Wh 


* . 


out t Ty | pak 1 8 
= 1 1 25 5 80 to B. 


20 * Wen Helges | 
- Der. 1 ſtay, Brother, 1 =o ſha'n' . ſo; you 


| were ery naugh ut laftNig * muſt 15 Jour Wife 


Reparation: < Come, 1 
don? ＋. ade 40 
"Sul! n n 5 Led; by 1 EP 
Dor. "For bing dat ut nine, ee SLIM 
© Sul. 1 can afford it, can't 1? ls TR 
Mrs. Sal. But I can't, Sir. 22 93 . 1 0 . 
Sul. Then "Bur may let it alone; | 
Mrs. Sat. t T muſt tell 9% 6 char this . not 


ther Won” . you aſk . 


4 


to be born. 
- Sul. Tm glad oll. 


> a 


— 


© Mrs, Sul.” What is "Be Regt '$ that you uſe me 
AT? wo 
Sul. Scrub. ee e 
Scrub. Sir! s 
Sul. Get Slag 5855 to ae my OG Lest. 
© Mrs. $41. Have care pf cuming 8 his Temples,. 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 


99 


= age of 50 7 Razor | £xve Seb; IInveterate Stupi- 


1 id you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen 
is? O viſter, Siſter! 1 mall never, ha good of the 
Beaſt till I get him to Town; London, dear London is 


the Place for managing and breaking a Huſband. 


Dor. And haz 1 a Huſband the f + Opportunities 


f there for humbling a Wile ? 


Mrs, Sal. No, no, Child, tis A Maxim in 
al Diſcipline, thitwhen A Man 10 *enſlave his 
2 her into the Couktry ; and when a Lady 


Mabe; be arbitrary with her Hi TY The wheedles 
her Booby up to Town ——A Man dare not play the 


Tyrant in Lonabu, beciuſe there are ſo many Examples 
to encourage the qubject ta rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! 
a ſine Woman may c do an dor © in London ; Omi Con- 


ſcience, : 4 ay Taiſe an age lage Forty thouſand Men. 


Dor. y, . Siſter,” your have 4 Ming to be trying 
your Power that way here in THE ; Lets have drawn 


be French Count tõ ybur Colours pi tr 
can't live 


Mrs. Sal. The French are a Peo le 
withour their Gallantries. * 


Dior. 


2 be Beaux Stratagem. 27 | 


Der, * ſome Eng that I know. Gifer, are not £7 
averſe to ſuch Amuſements. 
Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, Since the Truth matt but, it 
may do as well now as hereafter; I think, one way to 
rouſe my letha ck, fottiſh Huſband, is to XP cot Frag him a 
Rival ; e Negli gence in ail People, and 
Men muſt be d to make em alert in thetf Duty: 
Women are Hke Pictures, of no value in the Hands 
of a Fool, e eee high for the 
A Dor. Tias mi ht do, Siſter, if my Brothers Under- 
tanding were to be conv inc d into a Paſſion for you; 
but, 1 lieye, there's a natural Averſion of his Side, 4 
and J fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. | 
Mrs. 3. I own it; we ard united Contradictions 8 
Fire and Water! But I cou'd be contented with a. 
many other Wives, to humour the eenſbrious Vi 
and give the World an A ppearance of living well with | 
my Huſband, cou'd* F bring him hut to diſſembie a 
little Kindneſs to keep me in Countenance. 
Dur. But how do you know, Siſter, bir that iaflead | 
of rouſing your Huſband by this Artifice ta, a counter- 
ſeit Kindneſs, he said wake in a real Fury? 
Mrs. Sal. Let him : If I can't entice him to the | 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. ©. | 
Dor. Bet how muſt I behave myſelf” berween ye ? 
Mrs. Sul. 3 _ _ owe 5D | 
Dor. What, own Brother 4 
Mrs. Sul. He is Aber ba a Brother, and 
tire Fried If T po a Step e Berend af fl. 
dur, leave me; I then, 5 you ſhould go 
with me in every thing ; T eruft my Honour in 
your Hands, you may truſt your Brothers i in mine— 
The n dine here 


Dor. 'Tis a firange thing, Sifter, that ent like 
that Man. 


Mrs, Sul. You like nothing, you voor Times sdl toad; . 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home | 
one time or vther ;=——You'll pay all one Day, I - 
F 6.5 «2 £443 1 £499 3 ILS "of EIS - warrant Is 


-— 


22 257 Beaux Swraajem. Sa 


i t come, mY; Lat Tea 1 6 ready, and 
tis 1 Ke time. gs N 7 | e, 


"SCENE; 41. „ 

Aimwell dr d, „ | 
vin pes 15 was ſhe che hter of the Houſe? 
Arch. The Landlord is { e but 

F lood in her Veins. 


Ain. Why doſt think ſo? 
has a pert Jene: Lalla 


no Þ Foo 2 


Areb. Becauſe the Ba 2 
en Plays, keeps nkey, and is troub F; 
| 4g #6 
Aim. By, which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you kno ; 
more of her. 
Hrch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. | 
3 EY 4%, Say one Word more bug, wo PII Aale to 
1 . ſpoil your Sport there, and er where elſe; 3 TW. 
k ye, Aimwell, every Man in his own Sphere. 
85 "fm. Right, and therefore. ve mu Pimp for your 


e In the uſual p nahi good Kir, After J have 
ſerv'd myſelf — But to our Buſineſs — You are fo well 
dreſs'd, 77 om, and make ſo handſome, a Figure, that I ; 
_ fancy you may do Execution in a Country Church ; the W bre 
exterior Part ſtrikes firſt, and you an the right to 
make that Lmpreſſion favourable, . thi 
Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn toil the 
Advantage; The Appearance uf a Stranger in a Coun- il . 
har ich, draws as many Ganers as aBlazing Star; M W. 
no ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of WW ute 
Whiſpers runs buzzing. round the Congregation in a the 
OP: Who is he? Whence comes. he ? Do tell 
know him — Then, I, Sir, tips me che Verger his 
falf a Crown; he pockets the Sim — and inducts , mat 
me into the beſt.Pew in the Churel I pull out my 
Snuff. box, turn * ſelf round, boy / to the Biſhop,” or 
the Dean, if he be the commanding Oficer ; fing 0 
out. a, Beauty, rivet both 25 * to hers, 15 * il 
ole 


— 


3-4 Pſhaw, no Woman 


his Demands > [Exit ee Dee 


ther a Whores and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is. I 


* * 1 
8 


1 . 


The Beau. — — 28 


Noſe a bleeding b the Strength of Imagination, and 
ſhew. the whole Church Ay Concern, .. Lax yer 
vouring to hide it: Mer the Sermon, bat 

ives me L, her for à Lover, 1 
Lady that] am a dying for ber, the ables are — 
and ſhe. in carneit falls in Love with me. | 

Arch. 's nothing in this, Tom, without 2 pre- - 
cedent z but inſtead of iy riveting. your Eyes to a Beauty, = 
B dart our Pukineſs at _ | | 
autes Beauty without 3 
a 29 | 


. | 


Fortune, —Let me alone for 
Arch. Tom! . 


Aim. A 
Arch. . were you at Church beſore, pray . 
Ain. Um— was there at the Coronation, 


Arch. And how « can you expect a Blefling b 
to Church now? ._ p gong | 


Aim. Bleſing? may Fronk, Wa. 


Xit. ; 
les: * 


Areb. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſo 


| Yo Ponikce A Cherry. 2 | 

Box. Well, Daughter, as the Saying »1/hank you * nl 
bro jk confeſs ? = £8 ? 
. Cher, ather, dont Pat me upon ing any 
thing, out © a Man; m but young, you ; 
ther, and don't — WF Wheedling. | 

Ban. Young |! why you Jade, as the Say; is, can any 8 
Woman wheedle that is nat young ? Your Mother was 
uſeleſs at five and twenty! Would you make your Mo- 


tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends 


his Money fo freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every | 
ragt Way, that he muſt be a ie an. 5. 


Buer Gibbet u 2 Chak. | | | 1 
Gb, Laden Landlord, is the Coaſt hand : 1 
3 Mr. CGis let, What'hi the: News? . 45 | 


— 


5 24 The Beaux Stratagem. A 
Gib. No matter, alk no Queſtions, all fair and ho- ; 
ante here, my dear N [Groves her a —＋ 
Two hundred Sterlin Sterling Pounds, as 2s ever hang 
or ſav'd a Rogue; lay em by the reſt, and * 
—- Three Weddi edding—or Mourning Rings, *tis much 
the ſame you know Here, two Silyer-hilted 
Swords; 1 took” thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew S 
any part part of their Swords. but the Hilts : Here is a t 
Diamond Necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt W. 
Place in the Coach, but I found. it out : This Gold | 
Watch 1 took from a Pawnbroker's Wife, it was left | 
in her Hands by a Perſon of Quality, there's the Arms | 
upon the Caſe, B 
Cher. But who had you the Mone . * 
Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; From a | 
| "poor Lady juſt eloped from her Huſband, ſhe had made T 
- Vp her Cargo, and was bound for Treland, as hard as 
ſhe cov'd drive; ſhe told me of her Huſband's barba: 
rous Uſage; and fo Faith I left her Half a Crown. But hi 
J had almoſt forgot, uy mY Cherry, 1 have a Preſent 


1 

0 What ist? . * 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, m Child, that 1 took out WM M. 
of a Lady's under Petticoat ocket. 

K.. What, Mr. 3 do you think that I paint! | 
S556. Why your Betters do; I'm fare the Bu 
Lady chat 22 e Cott pt her Hand- 4 

; kerchief.— Here, take my Cloak, and 80, ſecure the | 

DO Premiſſes „erk | | | 1 
ber. 1 will ſecure 'em. an ery p * Th 
Bos. But beark'e, where's a * 
8 be here Carats Cn 
Bon. Dye know of ny der Gealemen 0 he aC 
en this Roadꝰ.). 15 0 
ry Gib. No. : 4 
Ven. I fancy that I have eo that lodge in e t Fell 

juſt now. | Arn 
Gib. The Devil! how ye fnoak 'em en? oh as 


Bon, Why, the one is 


-| * eee eee. 
SE : on. 


E be Broil 3 25 

Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chatnber ; _ 

he pretends to be a Servant do the other, we'll call him | 

out and pup him a little. 5 . 
Gib. With all my Heart. 

Bom, Mr. Martin 2 Mr. Aris“ * 


Baue Archer combing a Perizuig, wo PE 
Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, Pm as dirty as 


Old Br entford at Chriſtmas- A-good * e 
that; who's Servant are you, W F 
Arch. My Maſter s. 
| Gib. Really? 
| Arch. Really. 


| Gib. That's much The F low has "Ty at ihe 
| 1 by his Evaſions'; — But, pray, Sir, what i 15. your 
Maſter's Name? 
N Arch. Tall, all, dall; [Sings and combs the Per! 
: This 1s the moſt obſtinate Curſo 423 
$ Gib. I aſk-you his Name? | 
* Arch. Name, Sir — Tall, all, dall — I never ad 
0 him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. Rt 
t Boes. What think you now? -—- N 
| Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he v were be-. ä 
fore a Judge: But pray, D which 2 4 does © dev 
t WW Maſter travel? : 
Arch, A Horſeback. | | 


! Gib. Very well again, an old Offender 8 gy 
Ie But, I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

J Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir !. Tall, all. 

ic i ib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way: 


; Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin,, you're very — OY 
its This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
F won be glad of your Company, that's all Come, 
A a you'll tay to night, I ſuppole 3 Ty ow ou 

ad : Chantber==——Cdhas,: Captain. . 
055 Farewel 47 a OA [Ex | 

Arch. Captain, your Cambs 1 a 

uſt Fellow | *Sdeath, "I wonder that the Officers ke 
e beat all . et but 
ar om ee 8 


2 8 = Emer 


— 5 , 
/ 
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| Enter Cherry | 
C ber. Gone, and Martin bers! 1 he did — 
| liſten ; I wou'd have the Merit of ! I kpe he 
own, becauſe I wov'd obli ge-him to N me. el. ? 
Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Father ? 
Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, : or Whip d out 
Trooper, I 9 7" 2 | 
Cher. All's iafe, T ind. ./' ..: IA. 
* Arch. Come my Dear, have you conn'd over the 
Catechize I taught-you laſt Night ? 
| Cher, Come, queſtion me. 
Arch. What is Love? © 
Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know 
not how, and goes I know not when. 
Arch. Very well, an apt Scholar. [Chucks ber under 
the Chin.] Where does Love enter ? 
Cher. Into the Eyes. 
Arch. And where go out. 
Cher.. I won't tell you. | 
Arch. What are the Object of that Paſſion ? 
Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean Linen. 
Arch. The Reaſon? _C. 


Cher. The two firſt qe faſhionable in Nature, and 


the third at Court. 

Arch. That's my Dear: What are the Sighs and 
_ Tokens'of that Paſſion 7 

Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words 
2 Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions imprac- 
N 15 
' Arch. That's my. good Child, kiſs me.—— What 


muſt a Lover do to obtain his Midreſs? 


C ber. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains his, 
he muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 

court the Footman that 0 at him - He muſt 
he moſt 
Arch.” Nay, Child, I muſt whi you if you don't 

: mand your Leſſon ; he muſt treat bp yon = 
Cr. Ol He muſt treat his Enemies with Reſpe®, 
his F riends with * and all the World — 
| on 


+ 


3 * 
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Contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
muſt de mach, and hope Uttle; in ſhort, he mult .. 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine ? 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle? _. - 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; We” 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. | 
2 Mighty well —— - And Why is Love piturd 
blind? 
C ber. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakndf, or 
Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Les they 
could not draw. 
Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me 8 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man? 
Cber. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. | 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm—— And now, 
my Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 
| "Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin——Yov have taken 
a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and What * | 
think Thave learn'd by it? 7 
Arch, What? | 
Cher. That your Diſcourſe 1 your Habit are ht: 
traditions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe - 
you a Footman any longer. | | 
Areb. *Oons, what a Witch it is! os 
Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
* ſhall ever tempt me 3 for tho! I was born to Servitude, 
J hate it: Own your Condition, ſwear you! love | 
a me, and then | 
bt Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed? 
| Cher, Yes. 
Arcb. You muſt know then, that Iam born aGentle- 
man, my Education was liberal; but I went to London 
ul a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, 
"2 vho ſtript me of my Money, my Friends diſown d 
ne, and now my digi End me to what you ſee, 
qv Then 2 pod make promiſe to marry 
me before you 0 PI Maſter of two... 
thouſand HE WE | 25 2 
Arch, How! 


\ 


P * 
k 4 hs . 
i * Fs 
Fa MW. Cher. 
G ; | A 


_ 2S 


1 0 my own Cuſtod 
ſtant, and Il go 100 a Parſon? 


$54 


— 
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JaCÞer. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minute 


Arch, What ſaid you? a Parſon; _ 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? | 
Arch. Scruple ! ! No, no, but — two chouſand Pound 


you ſay ? 


Cher. And beider 125 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall Ido? 


But heark'e, 


Child, what need you make me Maſter of yourſelf and 


man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
 wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 


Money, when you may have. the ſame Pleaſure out of 


me, and fill keep your Fortune in your own Hands ? 
Cher. Then you Won't marry me? 
Arch. I would marry you, but 
Cher. O ſweetSir, I'm your humble Servant, you're 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me thatany Gentle- 


what it. wOou'd no, no, Sir, —but I kope you'll pardon 
the Freedom J have taken, ſince it was only to inform 


| „ 


myſelf of the Reſpect that I qught to pay you, ¶ Going. 
Arth. Fairly bit, by Ju »piter—Hold, he d. and have 
you actually two thou 


d Pou ds? 

ber. Sir, J have my Secrets as well as you—when 
ou pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and 

e alfur'd that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, 


be they what they will—In the mean while be fatiſ- 


beware of my Father 


fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever Burt you, but 
OR [Exit, 

| Arch. So--we're like to have : as many 1 in 
our Inn, as Don Jui xote had in his——Let me ſee — 


IC two thouſand Pounds ! If the yy wou'd promiſe to 


die when the Money were ſpent, I-gad, one wou'd 
marry her; but the Fo rtune may go off in a Year or 
two, and the Wife may live Lord knows how 
long! Then an Inn-Keeper's Daughter ; ay, that's the 
' Devil—there my Pride” brings me off, 


"ir wha er the PER 1 on Pride, 7 
The 2 ed Fall, er Faults Le, Lad i 
— 7 


* 


ſo throw off your Livery this In- | 


- 
£% 


A 
9 
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On Earth, I'm "fare; *"mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride . Man oft, and Woman too from SES: 


[Et | 
The End of the as A CF. iN 1 


woe ene woe 


ACT III. 


8 0 EN N E, Lach Bountiful s Houſe. 
Tuer Br. Sullen and Dorinda. 7 


Mrs. 9047 A, ha, „ha, my dear Siſter, let me ne 
* "thee, now we are Friends indeed ; for . of 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledze for mine 
now. you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall kave you 
converſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 
Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in Love with a Felloy at firſt fi ght? 
Mrs, Sul. Pſhaw/! now you ſpoil all, hs ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men? 1 war- 
rent you the Gentleman has got to his Confident! alrea- 


dy, has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, --—o 


you ten thouſand , Angels, has run 7 * 8 
Eyes, Neck, Shape, Air, and eve in 4 
ſcription that warms heir Mirth to a Lond njoyment. | 

Der, Your Hand, Siſter, I a'n't well. 

Mrs. S/. So ſhe's breeding already come, Child, 

up withit—hem a litfle—ſfo—now ell me, don't you 
i c-the Gentleman that we'faw at Church * now? 
Dor. The Man's well enough. 

Mrs. Sal. Well enough! Is he not a Demi-God, 2 
Narciſſus, a Star, the Man i' the Moon? 

Dor. O Sitter, I'm extremely ill. | 

Mrs. Sal. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child! PRE: 5 
little af her Cephalick Plaiſter to] put to the Soles of your 


Feet ? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſoniething for 
n unlace your. ns unboſome ou 


B 3 
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ſelf—che Man is perfeci⸗ a pretty Fellow, I faw him 
- when he firſt came into Church. 
| Der. I faw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 
' Rhone, methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 
Mrs. Sul. Well faid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward Co uet Behaviour, no Airs i ſet 
him off, no ſtndy'd Looks, nor artful Poſture, but 
Nature did it all. 1 

Mrs. Sal. Better and better One Touch more — | 
comes» 

Der.. But then his Looks—did ou obſerve his Eyes ? 

Mrs, Sul. Yes, yes, Idid— is 1 5 3 well, what 
of his Eyes? _ 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring 1 ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz d on any thing at-me—and then 
his Looks ſo humble were, * yet ſo noble, that they 

- aim'd ts tell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my 
Feet, tho? he ſcorn'd Slavery any where elſe. _ 
Mrs. Sal. The Phyſick works purely How d'ye 
find your ſelf now, my Dear? 
Dor. Hem! much better, 9 hete comes 
our Mercury l [E nter Scrub. ok l, n what News 


S A. 9 wn » 


of the Gentleman? tia 

- Scrub. Madam, I have brought. you a whole Packet tle 

of News.- 8 5 
Dor. Open it quickly, come. do 
FCcrub. In the firſt Place I enquir'd who tem 8 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, Iaſk'd ma 
whatthe Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, That Ale 

| they never ſaw him before, Thirdly, I enquir'd what WI, - 
Countryman he was? They reply d, twas more than 1 
they knew. Feurthly, I * — whence he came? und 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And H, 1 Plo 


alle d whitherhe went? And they reply'd, they knew gon 
nothing of the Matter.— And this is Ki I joey learn. hou 
Mrs, Sul. But what do the People ſay ? Can't * own 


gueſs? — low 
Scrub. Wh oy: ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's kno 
| a Mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome nh but take 


for — My We Fe 


Der 
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Dor. A Jeſuit! Why a Jeſuit ?- - | 


Scrub, Becauſe he keeps his Horſe abies foals 
| faddled, and his Footman talks French. | 


Mrs. Sul. His Footman! 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were » gab- 


bering French like two in Keb g Ducks in a Mill- 


Pond ; and I believe they talk” 
conſumedly. - 
Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 
Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 


of me, for they laugh'd 


tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a ſilver- headed Cane 
dangling at his Knuckles he carries his Hands in his 


Pockets and walks juſt fo — [Walks in a French. Air.] 
and has a fine long Periwig ty'd up in a Bag 


Lord; Madam, he's clear another fort of Man than I. 
Mrs, Sul. That may eaſily be— but what ſhall we 


do now, ' Siſter ? 


ne x Wold of 
Simplicity; and ſome Cunning, * firſt hades the latter 


by abundancs—=Scrab. 
Scrub. Madam. 


_ a gene bees ao this Gen- 
tleman is, only for our Satisfaction. 
Scrub. Yes, Magam, it would be a Satisfaction, no 


doubt. 


Dor. Vou muſt go and get a aginted with his Foot- 


man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ale, becauſe you're Batler to-day: 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 
Mrs, Sul. O brave Siſter! o' my Conſcience, 
underſtand the Mathematicks already Tis the 


Plot in the World; your Mother, ny know, will bs : 


gone to Cliurch, my Spouſe will be got to the Ale- 


'houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houle will be our 
own——ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk- the Fel- 
low ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Country, = 15 


e ä 


r in a Country Dance — | 


2 er if boltdo ws the. Favour. 


' 
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Serub. Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never re- 
ad your an the Favour in 575 Life. | | 


| | Enter Gp. 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upoh Table. 
Dor. Scrub, well excuſe your e e = 
where we order 'd you. 1 75 
Scrub. I ſhall. 


SCENE changes to the Ton, 


Enter Aimwell and Archers 
. Arch. Well, Tom, 1 find you ron Markman, 
Aim. A Markiman 1 Wie "i blind cou'd be as not 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens? 
Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimauell. | 
.. +. nne call me Oroondates, E dare, Aol, 
all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, J read her thouſands in her Looks, 
he look d like Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, Wine and 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, — and purling 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face, : 
Arch. Her Face | her Pocket, -you mean: the Corn, a 
Wine and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ny has ten thou-' 
fand Pound, that s the Engliſb on N | 
Aim. Her Eyes | 
| Urch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be fre 3 00 1 Won't fig 
% fand their Batter. (Going. 
Aim. Pray excuſe me; my Paſion muſt have vent. ing 
Arch. Paſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Ro- you 


— a 


** Airs will do our Butineſs.? Were my Temper M {11 
as extravagant as yours, my Adventures ve ding W 
more romantick by half. wh; 

Aim. Your Adventures |- 75 N 910.13 
Arcb. Yes. e, e eee 
. en ehh l dere tow «hundred Pounds 1 
NMitb brazen Engine bor, an Quoif clear flarch d, Ant 
3 la ae Fe B 
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There's a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 

Subje& but an Inn-keeper's Daughter : I can play with "MY 

a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ;. he keeps it at 4 

the end of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 1 

the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the. | 
| TI? and ſo whips it into his . | 85 | 


— — —— 1 


| Enter Boniface. 3 
Bon, Mr. Martin, as the ſaying 8 an 
honeſt Fellow, below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who 
begs the Honour that you wou'd go home: with him | 
and fee his Cellar, ,- 
Arch. Do my Baſſemains to the Gentleman, and tell — 
him I will do myſelf the Honour to wait on bir! im- | 
Rf as the ſaying is : 
A mall do your Worſhip? 8 Commands, ms: 2 | 
fins Wo 7 27 it bowing obJequiouſly. *. 'Þ 
Aim, What do I hear ? ſoit Orphexe play, dad fair - 54M 
 Toftiaa ſing? - 
Arch. Pſhaw ! Dans 5 your Rapiwes ; I tell you here” 1 | 
2 Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, an the Ship © 
will get into Harbour, my Life on't. You fay, chere 5 
| another Lady very handſome there, _ - - 
Aim. Yes faith. x 
Arch, Im in Love with her already. 
Ain. Can't you give me a Bill upon, Cherry in the 
| mean time, . _ 
Arch. No, no, Friend, all Vt Corn, Wine and On. FR 
| ingroſs'd to my Market —— And once more 1 warn 
; you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
"I fill foulon me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom. — What ! make Prize * my little Frigate, 
while I am _—_ the Cruiſe for you. 1 il. 


— 


a. Enter Boniface. ”  - 
Aim. Well, well, I won't ze; REY fave you + | 4 
any tolerable Company i in the Houſe 71 don t care for 4 
lining alone. 
Bon. Ves, Sir, there's a Cayrain below, as th laying 
b, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 
. p38 * — * 


— 
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Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every- 
where; will you make him a Complement from. me, 
and tell him I ſhould be g lad of his Company? 
Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd— 
Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in 
I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his Company; that's all. 

Bon. I obey = Commands, as the ing! is. Exit. 


Ener Archer. 
Asch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what Title will you 
Sive y yourſelf; 

Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, fo Pll make bold with his Honour 
this bout——you know the reſt of your Cue. 

Arch. 7. 8 IExit. 


| . Enter Gibbet. 5 
73. Sir, Pm. yours. ; 
Aim. Iis more chan deſerve, Sir, for I don t know 
you. 
Gib. I dow'e vader at that, Sir, fie you never ſaw 
me before hope. | I All. 


Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour of 1 
Leing you now ? 


Gib. Sir, 1 ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman— | 
but my Landlord—— 


Aim, O, Sir, IL aſk. you're pts. you "re the Cap- 
- "thin he told me of. : 
Gib. At your Service, Sir. <þ . b 
fir. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold 2 
Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 


* — - — — — 
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Aim. Very old, if your Coat be . Aſide.] P 
Fou have ſerv'd abroad, Sir? * 
Gib. Ves, Sir, in the Plantations, *twas my Lot to * 


be ſent into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted it 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know— 


Beſides, D 


*rwas for the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be a- 
| broad—Any thing for the good of one's Country 
m a Roman for that. , . 
5 2 g 5 ; n. 


* 


* 
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Ain. One of the firſt, PI! lay my Life [Jfide. ] You 
found the Weft-Indies very hot, Sir 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen Jour Face at Vill's 

Coffee-houſe? ; 
Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 24 
Aim. And where is your Company now, . . 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. | 
Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 

Gib. T hey ll be here to night, ns... 

Aim. Which way do they march? 

Gib. A-crofs Hb Country——The Devil's 15  £ BY 
han't ſaid enqugh to enconrage him to. declare but 
Pm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. elle. Tit 

Aim. Is your Com to ter at Litch . 

Gib. In his Houſe, Sr. 8 | 

Aim. What! all? | 

Sib. My Company's but thin, ta, ha, »a we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha. 

- Aim. You're merry, Sir. | | 

Gib. Ay, Sir, yau muſt excuſe me, Sir, il inderftand + =; oh 
the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: I don't 
care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the 


. Road for I generally ride with a Charge about me. 
. Aim Three or four, I believe. [ Afde. ; 
a Gib.1 am credibly inform'd that there are Highway 


men upon this Quarter; Hot, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
Gentleman of your Figure Hut truly, Sir, I have 
got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don t 
care for fj — Truth to any Man. 
Aim. Your Cauton may be n ——Then EI 
preſume you're no Captain. 33 
* Gib. Not I, Sir; Captain is a good good travelling Name, | 
and ſo I take it; it tops a great many foolith nquiries 
that are generaliy nals about Gentlemen that travel; 
it gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the 5 
Drawers obedient — And thus. far 1 am a Captain, 
8 and nod farthe. 
WT dim, And pray, Sir, whatis your true Profeſlion 2 : 


- 


B6- Gib. 8 


36; 7 be a n 
1 I don't think it fafe to tell ye. 
Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my wor d, Icommend | you, 


4 if Beniface: ES Dua % 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News; 
Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the unt 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to 
make the thiri Man, if you'd give him e 7 
„ „F 
Bon, A Clergyman, as the Saying i is, ** 
Aim, A Clergyman ! is he really a Clergyman? or, 
is it only his travelling Name, as m Friend the 
Captain has it? 
Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain & to the F Are 
Officers in Town. 
Aim Is he a Frenchman "BE 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels: 


his Company, Sir; I have a Value for my Reputa- 
tion, Sir. 


Can he ſpeak Engl; , Landlord ? | 
Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accen and that's all. 
Aim. Then he has been in England before? 
Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as 


| him talk Latin. 
—ůͤ Ain. Then you underſnand Latin, Mr. Beniface. 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is ;. but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. 
Bon. Here he 1 17 as the Saying 1 is. 
. 0 Enter: Foigard... 
Fig. gave you, Gentlemens bote. 


Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your 1 * faithful Sher- 
vant, and yours alſho.. | 


Gib. o. Sir, you mult excuſe me—upon. my Ward, | 


Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt | 1 a ſeen in 


Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by ourſelves— | 


the Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 


Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt habe: Servant. | 


7 „ Gib 
N EE 5 wy o 


have a _— Twang of the Foreigner, _ 
Foig. My Engliſh 1 2 very well for the vords, but we 


Foreigners, you know, cannot bring! our Tongues about 280 


the Pronunciation ſo ſoon; 


Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 


Light. [{/ide. J Were you born in France, Doctor? 


Feig. I was educated in France, but I was bonned at. < 


Bruel: Jam a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 


Fag. Upon my Shoal, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 


Doctor, he's a Stranger, 


Foig. O let him alone, a Joys I am of a Nation 


that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. + 


Aim. Come, entlemen, III end the Diſpute—— 


Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready? 
Bon, Upon the Table, as the — Mc: 
Aim. Gentlemen pray that Door. 
Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
Aim. No, Doctor, the Church i is our Guilt, 
Gib. Ay, ays ſo it _ 


- [Exit foremeſ, thy follow. | 
SCENE. change ts a Galley fs 2 Bountiful" Hal. 5 


Enter Archer * Serub ſing) 


* . 


Scrub. Tal, all, Du A my db Boj— ; 


let us have that Song once more. 


Areb. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family bet IN 


will you be ſure to keep the Secret? 


Scrub, Pho! upon my Honour, as Ima Genen. 5 


Arch, Tis enough Vou muſt know then, that my 


Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimewell; he foughta _ 5 g 
kother Day in London, wounded his Man fo dangero ek 72 


that he thinks ſit to withdraw till he hears 2 t 


Centleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was 


in 


— 


th 2 be Braux Sithugis: — ; 
Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you” 


A. bir . ng one another ; * 
Scrub auith @ Tanlard in his Hand, Abe Kring 4. 


- 1 
* 
- N : 
—  —y—_ CC 
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in this part of England before, & he choſe renn to 


Wo _ Place, that's all. 


Gip. And that's enough for me. | 2 7. 


. And where were you when your Maſter fought ? 
2 We never know of our Maſters Quarrels. 
; Se b. = af our Maſters in the Country here receive 


„the firſt: thing they do, is to tell their 
Wie 3 Ye Wife tells the Serv ts, the Servants alarm 


the Tenants, and in half an Hour, you ſhail have the 


whole Country up in Arms. 
Arch. To Slacker two Men from $I what they 


' Have no mind for— But if you e chance to. talk 


now of this Buſineſs? 1 

Scrub. Talk | ah, Sir, had I not learn'&the knack 
of holding my. Tongue, I had never you ſo long in a 
great Family. 

Arch, Ay, ay, to be ure, there are Secrets in al 
| Families. "io 


Serub. Secrets, O Lud — but Pu 472 no more | 


Come fit down, well make an end of our Tankard: 
Here 


Arch. With all my Heart ; a r but you and 
Here's 


dei Ladies Health; you have three, 1 think, and to 


I may come to be better acquainted eh 


ſare there muſt be Secrets among em. 


*>_ 


Scrub. Secrets! Ah! Friend, Friend, I wiſh T had 


a Friend. 


be ſworn Brothers. | 
Scrub. Shall we? ? 


Arch. Am not! your Friend ? Come, pow and I will 


Arch. From this Minute Give me a: Kis — 


And now Brother Scrub. 


Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, 1 will tell you a | 


Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end: 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 
Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't 


Scrub. That Jade, Gip/ey, that was with us juſt now 
in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a 


i Petticoat, n dem * Lees of * 
=; ie ts 


} 2 N * 
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Arch. Ha, ha, ha—Are you in: Love with her Per- 
ſon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 
S$crab. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe i it is more 
durable than Beauty; for 5 — holds good with ſome 
Women long, and ang a Day after they have loſt it. 
arch. In 9 Country, I grant ye, where no Woman's 
Virtue is loſt, till a B be found. | 
Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her toa Baſtard, Iſhou'dhave if 
er all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier. — Pray, Brother, how 
do you Gentlemen in Lend like that ſame Preſſing- Act? 5 
Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; .— Tis the worſt | 
that ever was made for us ;——F ormierly I remember _ 
— . when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our 
| _ if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have 
_ to carry em before a Juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a Warrant for us, and carry 
us before three Juſtices. . \ 
Scrub, And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating ; 
for the Juſtices won't. give their.own Servants a bad 
"= Example. Now this is my Misfortune I dare not 
Y ſpeak.in the Houſe, while that Jade, Gip/ey, dings about 
| like a Fury—Once I had the better end of the Staff. 
Aich. And how comes the Change now? . 
Scrub. Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief i is aPrick. 
J Arch A Pneſt! .. 
| Scrub. Ay, adamn'd Son ofa Whore of Ae that 
11 came over hither to ſay Grace to the French Officers, and 
| 2 our Proviſions . There's not a Day goes over 
| ead without a Dinner or Supper in this Houſe. ; 
wy = How came he ſo familiar in the Family ? > Y 
Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had-liv'd 
Ls here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a Tra- 
veller from his. Cradle. 
Arch And this Prieſt, I'm apr converted the 
Affections of your Gip/zp. TP 
Serub. Converted! ay, 1 my gout dear Fi 51 | 
—For, Pm afraid, he has made 2 a Whore and a 
Papiſt—But this is not all; there's NAY and. 
; ; 18. 


— 
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Mrs. allen, they't re in the- Confederacy, and for ſome | 
ye Ends of wok own too, to be ſure, ( 
Arch. A very hopeful Pamily yours, Brother Scrub; 
I fuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 
- Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt-on ? em, that's 
the Truth on't : But they take care to prevent my Cu- { 
rioſity, by giving me fo much Bufineſs, that I'm a per- ] 
_ fe& Slave. What d'yethink is my Place i in this F amily 2 


Arch. Butler, I fappoſe. l 

. Serub; Ah, Lord (help you—Pll tell du Of a Eh 
Monday 1 drive the C of a Tueſday I drive the 

Plough, on Wedne/day l follow the Hounds, a Thur/day tl 

I dun the Tenants, on Triday I go to Market, on Sa- fi 

turday I draw Warrants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. h 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, K 


u have enough on't, my dear Brother But what 
dies are thoſe ? 


Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is dy 

Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Don't of 
mind em, fit ſtill, MS 

244 Barer Mrs. Sullen and ble a 

Mrs. Sul. T have heard my Brother talk of! my Lord Ph 

Aimauell, but they ſay that his Brother is the finer Gen- 0 

tleman. g | l 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter. pro 

= Mrs. S. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe * ſay. 2 

Dor. No matter for lat if Tean creepanto his Heart, and 

II open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, of 

that People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of their Par 

. » Servants ; I cou'd with we might talk to that Fellow. of U 

Mis. Sul. $6 do I; for I think he's a very pretty oe 

Fellow: Come this Way, I'll throw out a Lure for him pra) 

ä Preſently. A 

[Tee walk a Turn toward: the oppofite Side of the the! 

. Stage, Mrs. Sullen drops her Fan, Archer 'runs, M 

tales it up, and gives it to her.] 4 

Arch. Corn, Wine and OU Ali Hor 1 J think, ſervi 

the Wiſe has the TG * of F leſhand Bloods — their 

0 


— 


— 


"I 


on 


4 n 
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ſhoold be my Choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo—Madam, 


our Ladyſhip's Fan. 

Mrs. Sul. O Sir, I thank or — What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow made! 

Dor. Bow! Why I have baden rent FPootmen 
come down from Londen. ſet: ap here for Dancing- 
Maſters, and carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. | 

Arch, ¶ Alide.] That Project, for ought I know, had = 
been better than ours—Brother Sers, way: don't you | - 
introduce me? | 

Scrub; Ladies, this is the range Gentleman's Servant 
that you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underſtood he came 
from London, and fo I invited him to the Cellar, that 
he might ſhew me Lov newelt Floariſh in whetting 2 
Knives. 

Dor. And I hope you have made mixck of kim) 

i ch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 
dy hip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitution. V 
of your humble Servant; . 

Mrs. 8“. What, then you don't aſvally drink Ale, 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink: is Tea, or 

a little Wine and Water; tis preſcribed me by the: 
Phyſician for a Vr againſt the Spleen ?: 

Scrub, O la] Ola A Footman have the Spleen 

Mrs. Sal. I thought that Diſltemper 1 deen * 
proper to People of Quality. . | 

Arch. Madam, like all other F ions! it wear out, 8 
and ſo deſcends to their Servants ; tho, in a great many? 
of ys, I believe, it proceeds from ſore melancholy 
f Wage in the Blood, occaſioned by the Stagnation 
of Wa ä 
Dor. 1 affetedly. the Fellow talks —How long, 
pray, have you ferv'd your preſent Maſter ? © 

Arch. Not long ; my Life has been moltly ſpent i in | 
the Service of the Ladies. 
Mrs. Sal. and pray, which Service do you like beſt 7 f 
Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of: 
: ſerving them is ſufficient Wages ; there is a Charm in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Com- 
mands, and gives our Duty the Wings of Inclination. 


Mrs. 


_ ©. derd incapable 
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| Mrs. Sul. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li- 


very; and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy'd to ſerve a |. 


Lady again ? 

Arch. As Groom of che Chambers, Madam: but not 
as a Footman. 

Mrs. Sa“. I ſuppoſe you ſerv' d as Footman' before 1 ? 
Arch. For. that Reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that 
Poſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of Meſſages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
Lo: don My Lady Hewad'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
my Lady Alluigbt with my humble Service; tell her I 
Was to wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and leſt Word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Affair 
ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know dhe Concurrence 
of the Perſon that I know of, for which there are 
| Circumftances wanting which we ſhall accommodate 
ad the old Place ; butthat inthe mean time there is a 
Perſon about her Ladyſhip, that from ſeveral Hints 
and Surmiſes, was acceſlary at a certain time to the 

Diſappointments that naturally attend Things, that to 
her 3 of more Importance 

Cats 17 Ha, ba, where are you going, Sir! ? 


Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole 


How' dye was about Half an Hour long; ſo happen'd 


to miſplace two Syllables, and was wund off, and ren. 


Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Sitter, Lever ſaw.— 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be many; — I preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a Lady. 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a marry 'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter and 
Miſtreſs are always ſo ; contrary, that tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. 
Dor. There's a main Point gain'd.———My Lord is 
not marry'd, I find. a [ Hfrae, 
Mrs. 97. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many 


"good Services, you had 22 a dener Proviſion made 


* * ". 
= 2 * Jb. 
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BY 9% I don't know how, Madam.— I had a Lieu. ' 
tenancy offer d me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam I live much better as I do. 2 

Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely—I was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Country till he came; but 
alack a- day, I'm nothing tomy Brother Martin. . 

_ Does he ? Pray Sir, will you oblige i us with a a 


Song? 

T3 Ae Are you for Paſſion or Humour ? 
Scrub. O la He has the pureſt Ballad about a 
Trifle 
Mrs. Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam : 2 
But ſince you command me.—— _ 


, [Sings to the Tune of Sir simon the King. 


AT, e; Seng you Gall oe.” 
- »- Begun with a Tie and ended, &c. 


Mrs. Sul. very well, Sir, we're obli d to 0. 
Something for a Pair of Gloves. 5 | 
' [Offering him Money, 


Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Maſter, 
Madam, pays me z nor dare I take Money from any 
other Hand, without i injuring his Honour, and diſobey- 
ing his Commands. Exit. 

Dor. This is ſurprizing : Did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred Fellow? - 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for w wearing that 14. 
very 

Der. I fancy, Siſter, he may be fame Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his. Lordſhip has pitch'd 
upon for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 


0 him Company i in this Dreſs, and who ten to one was 
his Second. 

is Mrs. Sal. It is ſo, it muſt be fo, and i it ſhall be fa— 

b. For I like him. 

y Dor. What ! better than the Count ? 


Je Mrs. Sl. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 
Mos W * n oy, 


— 
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me in my Deſign upon my Huſband But I ſhou'd 


like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon myſelf. 
Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this 
Lord, and this Gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 
about? + 
| _ Mrs. Sul. Patience ! you Country ae give no Quar- 
ter, if once you be enter'd Wou'd you prevent 
their Defires, and give the Fellows no withing time.— 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimavell loves ) ou or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a Way to ſec you, and there we 
muſt leave it. My Buſineſs comes now upon- the 
T apis— Have vou er d your Brother t. 8 
Dor. Ves, yes. | 
| Mrs. Sul. And how did he reli it? 3 
Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
ſelf, — Re: to be beiden by me: But here he 
comes. n 


Enter Sullen. ke | 
Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now ? 
Mrs. S/. The Singing in your Hen 
Fon ———_ d of it all Day. 2 
Sal. 'You're impertinent. 
Mrs. Sal. I was: erer fo, fines I dias one bel 
with you. 
Sul. One Fleſh! rather two Carcaſles Join d unna- 
turally together. 
Mrs, Sul. 0 rather a 1g Soul coupled to a dead 
Body. 
ws So, this 3 is ine Encouragement for me! 
Sul. Ves, my Wife ſhews you what you-muft do! 
_ Mrs. Sl. And my Huſband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſafer. 4 
Sul. *Sdeath, why can't you be fle? 
Mrs. Sal. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 
Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any [1 het | 
Sul. Siſter, heark'e—{/ſhijþers J1 a 'n't be home 
till it be late. 
1 Sul. What did he mhiſper to yer 


— 


* 


Jr _ you 


— 
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Dor. That he wou'd ga round the back-way, come 
into the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him. But let 
me beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kind- 
neſs, you may provoke. him to Rage; and then who 
knows how far his Brutality may carry him? : 
Mrs. Su/. Pm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you. But here comes the Count, vaniſh. | 
1 „ Kai Dorinda, 


* Enter Count Bellair. | 
Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I ab not 


at Church this Afternoon? 


Count. I more wonder Madam, that you £0 dere at 


all, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are 


guilty of fo much killing. 235 
Mrs. Sul. F Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes, with 


the Power of killing, the Virtue of making a Cure, I 


hope the one may attone for the other. | =. 
Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip be 
as ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound — 
Confider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſoner ; firfl to the 
Arms of your General, tben to your more conquering 
Eyes ; my firſt Chains are eaſy, there a Ranſom may re- 
deem me, but from your Fetters I never ſhall get free. 
Mrs. Sul, Alas, Sir ! Why fhou'd you complain to me 
of your Captivity, who am in Chains my ſelf ? You know, 
dir, that I am bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that Par- 


_ ticular that might give you Eaſe: I am like you, a 


Prijoner of War—of War indeed -] have given. my 
Parole of Honour; wou'd you break yours to gain your 


Liberty? 


AST 


Lid — 


* This Scene printed in Iralic, with the entire part 
of the Count, was cut out by the Author after the 
firſt Night's Repreſentation ; and where he ſhould enter 
in the laſt Scene of the fifth AR, it is added to the Part 
of Foigard. „„ Fg a. Bey, 
C Count. 


\ 
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mong the Turks; dis is your Caſe, you're a Slave, Ma- 
dam, Slave to the worſt of Turks; a Huſband. 

Mrs. Sul. There. lies my Foible, I cone; no Fortifi- 
cations, no Courage, Conduct nor Vigilancy, can pretend 
to defend a Place, auhere the Cruelty. x the Governor 

Forces the Garriſon to Mutiny. 

Count. And where de Befieger is reſolv'd to die before 
| de Place Here will I fix ; [Kneels] with Tears, 
- Vuoaus and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till 

you ſurrender ; or if muff florm—— Love and St. Mi- 


chael And Jo ] begin the Attack 
Mrs. Sul. Stand off; Sure he hears me not. 
And I cou'd almoſt awiſh he did not the. Fel. 


low makes Love very prettily. [ Afide.} But, Sir, why 
ou d you put ſuch à Value upon my Penſon, æuhen you 
fee it a; is'd by one that knows it ** much better? 
Count. He knows it not, tho be poſſeſſes it; if be 
but knew the Value of the Fewel he is Maſter of, he 
avou'd always wear it next his — and Jeep with it 
in his Arms, 

Mrs. Sul. Dis face he throws ns ir from 
* 
Count. And one that knows your Value avell, comes 

y, and takes you up, is it not Fuſtice? © 
: [Goes to lay hold of her, 


Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn. 
EY FER Hold, Villain, hold. 
Mrs. Sul. [Preſenting a Piſtol. Do you Bold 2 
Sul. M hat Murther Jour Huſband, to dz * your 
Bully F; N 
Mrs. Sul. Bully, For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies abtar 
long Swords, the 2 — has none; he's a Priſoner, 
you Ano] auas aware of your Outrage, and prepar'd 
- this. to receive yy Fane? 3 and, if Occaſſon avere, to 


Preſerve my ſelf agarnſs. the Force of this other Gentle- 


nan. 
Count. 0 Madan, your Eyes be * . ms than, 
ur Piſtol, the never ws. 2 ; 


Sul, 


ow” 


Count. N. certainly I wou'd, were I a Prifoner a- 


of your own Barbarity ? 


 Jome of yours; Madam — {Approaching her. 


Setting me right vith my Huſband, for hs was e to 


— 
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Sul. Nat! court my Wife to my Face ! 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, Juſpend your Fu 
for a Minute. 
Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 
Mrs. Sul. -1 need none. | 
Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe, 
Count. 4h And begar, [tink de Dialogue WAFS Very 
pretty. 


Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, | you . ſomething 


Sul. Barbarity ! Oons what does the Wer oman call Bar- 
barity ? Do I ever meddle with Jou > | 
Mrs. Sul. Ne. 


Sul. As for you, Sir, I fall take another tine. 

Count. Ab, begar, ſo muſt J. 

Sul: Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro- 
ceeds from any 0 oncern I have for your Honour, but for 


my own and if you can contrive any way of being «a 
I7 hore without making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome. 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly, you wou'd allow me 
the Sin, but rob me of the Pleaſure — No, no, Pm re- 
folv'd never to Venture upon the Crime, without the Sa- 
tisfattion of freeing you puniſh” d for't. 
Sul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear ? Let any 
Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for. 7 
mortally hate his "whole Generation. I [Exits 


— Ab, Sir, that be ne, — begar, Thuoe 


Mrs. Sul. No, Sir. 
Count. Ne, Sir /—Garzoon, Madam, Jam ; ot your 
Huſband. ' : 
Mrs. Sul. iT; is time to undeceive you, Sir ;—1 believ/d 
your Addreſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, 
and I hope you will think. the ſame of my CC: ; 
and to convince you that yo ought, you muſt know, 
that ] brought you hither only to make you inſtrumental in 


liften by my Appointment. | 
Count. y your Hppointment ? 
Mrs. Sul. Cer taing 7, 4 


Count. 


8 .. - , Ta Baar — 


Count. And BB Madam, while I was telling taventy | 
- Stories_to part you from your Hiybtnia, begar, {was 
kf bringing you together all the while. 
Mrs. Sul. 1 4ſt your Pardon, Sir, but I hope this will 
. give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 
Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, 
But = your Honefly be vera little. ICTs | 


| Enter Dorinda, | 
Mrs, Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Cy. + 
Count. Angry] Fair Dorinda | Sings Fai air Dorinda 
«as Opera Tune, and addreffes to Dorin4a.] Madam, 
when your Ladyſbip wants a Fool, fend for me, Fair 
Dorinda Revenge, tc. . Exit. 
Vs. Sul. Thee goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
| Reſentment wwith good Manneri, and the height of Anger 
in a Seng—IWWell, Siſter, you muſt be Judge, for you have 
_ heard the Trial. 
Dor: And ] bring in my Brothir guilty, 
Mrs. Sul. But I muſt bean the 7 is E 
hard, Sifter. * 
Dor. 1 own it—but you muft have Panne. 
Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuftom— Providence 
 Jends no Evil without @ Remedy—ſhou'd I lie groaning 
under a Yoke I can ſhake off, 1 were acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience wwere no * than Self-Murther. 
Dor. But how can you ſoa of & hen Yole———— Your 
Di viſſon: don't came l the >< x the 128 far 
a Diverce, 
Mr, Sul. Law! What 9 can Aare into the re- 
mote Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the un- 
accountable Di/affetions of Wedlock Can a Jury ſun 
up the endleſs dwerſions that are rooted in our Souls, ir 
can a Bench give FJuagment upon - ntipathies ? 
Dior. They never pretended, Sifer 3 3 y never med- 
dle, but in caſe of Uncleanneſs.' 
Mrs. Sul. Uncleanmy/s ! O Sifter ! Caſual — it 
a tranſient Injury, and may 75 ly be repair d, but can a 
radical Hatred. » ever reconcil d ?— No, no, Siſter, Nas Win 
ture is * * * 124 when ſbe has jet 7 _ Lady Z 
; WE, 52 le, 3 
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pie, wot all. the golden Links of Wedleck, vor Tron” 


nactes of Low can terp em faſt. 


Wedlock we own ordain od by Heaven's "BE 

But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 

As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 

View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars wich Harmony and Concord more; 

View all the Works of Providence below, | 


; The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, | 


All in one Plant agree to make it grow. _ 


- Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 


Be doom d in endleſs Diſcord to repine ? 
No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that Surmiſe, 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


- The Bud of the third ACT. 
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. 
SCENE. continues. 
8 Enter Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. 841. XXV E RE I born an humble Turk, where. 


Women have no Soul nor Property, | 
there I muſt fit contented hut in England, a 


Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 


abus d Where Women rule, muſt omen be enſlav'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slavery ? mock d by a Promiſe of 

comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude ? — 
| dare-not keep the Thought about me——O! here | 
comes ſomething to divert me 


Enter a Country Woman. 


2 I come, o "nt pleaſe your Ladyfhip—you' re my. 
Lad iy Bountiful, a ate? 


* 
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Mrs. Sa. Well, good Woman. go on. 9 5 5 
Mom. 1 come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure 


* 


! , 


for my Huſband's ſore 14 . DG 
New. Sz]. Your Huſband ! What, Woman, cure your 

Huſband! _ r 

Ven. Ay, poor Man, for his ſore Leg won't let him 

ſtir m ꝙꝓPꝓꝶxꝓæ!! . 

Mrs. Sl. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 

Reaſog. Well, good Woman, Fl tell you what you 


muſt do—You muſt lay your Huſband's Leg upon a 


Table, and with a Chopping-Knife you muſt: lay it 
open as broad as you can, then yon muſt take out the 


Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rowling-pin, 


then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then roll it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two Hours. 
Vom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip — I have twe 
little Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, 
a'n't pleaſe ye. . 


Mrs. Sul. Put a lit le Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 


bod Woman. [Enter Lady Bountiful] I beg your 


 Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your 


Hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one 
. of your Patients. f. 
I. Bun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this 
mad Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I ſup- 
poſe - What wou d you have, Woman? 


5 Mr 8. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Huſband's' 


? ſore Leg. 3 | 1 * ; BL, g 
I.. Boun. What's the matter with bis Leg, Gcody? 
Vom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 


Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs 


in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
ſwell'd, and then it clos'd again,- and then it-broke out 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
and then it grew worſe again. DEP 
c 7 7+ 
L Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
tunes of other People? NO TSS 


% 


- 


Mrs, 


— 
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Mrs. Sal. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam.- 
IL. Boun. The worlt Reaſon in the World, Daughter; 
your own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 
Mrs. Sl. But the Woman's Misſor:unes and mine 
are nothing alike; her Huſband. is fick. aud mine, 
| alas ! is in Health. . 
L. B:un. What! wou' d you 1 your H uſband fiek ? 
Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore Leg of all things. 
L. Bear. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
your Bell 15 full of Vectuals, thea I'll give you a Receipt 
of Diet drink for your Huſband But d' ye hear, 
Goody, you muſt not let your Huſband move too 


*%* 


much. q 
om. No, no, Madam, the poor Man' s inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. ; 45; ait. 


L. Bean. Well, magie Sullen, tho you laugh, I 
bare done Miracles about the Country here with my 
Receipts. | 

Mrs. Sal. Miracles ide. if they have cur'd any 
b dy; but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther towards the Miracle than your Preſcription. 

I. Beun. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes; but there's 
your Huſband, who has as little Fancy as any body, 1 
brought him from Death's Door. 

Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, Fw Es you made him drink 

| plentifully of Als' 8 Milk. 4. g | 


Enter Dorinda, runs to Me. Sollen. 
Par News, dear Siſter, News, News. x 


im | Enter Archer running. 


A. b. Where. where is my Lady Bountiful een 84 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three? 5 
L. Bous. I am. 5 
A4rch. O Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip 's s Cha- . 
rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Yee {+ have 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's elp in 
behalf of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 


| n his laſt. . 
* En 8 1. Baur. 


* 


7 The Beaux Stratagem. 
L. Bous. Your Maſter ! where is he? 


Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Ap. 
ance of your handſome Houſeto view it nearer, and 


walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court. 


Yard, he was taken ill of a ſadden with a ſort of J 
know not what; but down he fell, and there he lies, 

L. Boun.. Here, Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my Eaſy- 
Chair down Stairs, put che Gentleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly; quickly. 


Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 


charitable Act. 
I.. Bour. Is your Maſter 65d to theſe Fits ? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, e N have known 
| him hare five or fix of a Nig K 

L. Boun. What's his — ? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute- s Care 
or Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 


L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman ! Come, Friend, ſhew 


me the way; I Il ſee him brought in my ſelf. - 
[Exit with Archer, 

Dor. O, Siſter, my Hezrt fluiters about ſtrangely, 
J can hardly ſorbear running to his Aſſiſtance, 

Mrs. SJ. And Vihlay my Life he deſerves your Aſ- 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you ? Love's 
his Diſtemper, and you mult be the Phyſician ; put on 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 


plant the whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his 


| Breaſt, and down with him. 
Dor. O, Siſter, Tm but a young Gunner, J ſhall be 


afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhould recoil, and | 


hurt my ſelf. 

"Mrs. Sal. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 

you, if you will. ; 

Dor. No, no, one Siſter, roo. bee miſs'd yorr 
Mark fo unfortunately, 1 ſha'n't care for being 

= inſtructed N N 


—— 


Taler 


* 


— 
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5 4 Aimwell in a Chair, carry'd by Archer and Scrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. . Aimwell 'ceunter foiting 5 
Savon. 

I. Biun. Here, here, let's ; ſee the Harthorn Drops 

5 a Glaſs 07 fair Water, his Pit's very Rroog. _— 

; Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 

Asch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'yedo? why done 
you help us? Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda] take 
his Hand, and apen it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
+ Head. -:: ;; Dorinda takes bis Hand. 
| Dor. Poor c h— he bas got my Hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully—— | 
IL. Boun, Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. - 
Arch. ©, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
Caſes—he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 
Dor: On, my Hand? my. Hand! 
L.B un. What's the matter with the fooliſh Gi? 
I bave got this Hard open you ſce with a great deal = 
of eaſe, © 
arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's uad! is 
ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat | 
of it draws the Force of the Spirits > os Way. 
Mrs. Sal. I find, Friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſort of Fits. . 


bled with them my ſelf ;. I find my ſelf extreamly ill 


at this Minute. [ Locking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. [ Hide. 11 fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
you. 


L. Bun. His Fit holds him very long: 
| Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam, Pray, young 
Lady, open his Breaſt and give him Air. 
L. Boun. Where did his IIlneſs take him Gf, pray ? 
Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. 
L. Boun. In what, manner was he taken ? py 
Areb. Very ftrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 758 
WH touch'd with ſomething ih his Eyes, which at the firt - 
be only felt, but cou d not tell whether twas Pain or 


Pleaſure. - | | 


— 


Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trou- 
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L. Bour. Wind, nothing but Wind. 


Ari b. By ſoft Degiees it grew and mounted to bis 


Erain, there his F ancy caught it; there form'd it ſo 
beautiful, and dreſs d it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co- 
ours, that his tranſported Appetite ſeiz d the fair Idea, 


and ſtraight convey d it to his Heart. That hoſpitable 


Scat of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to mdet it, 


and open'd all it's ſluic) Gates to take the Stranger in. 
L. Heun. Your Mailer ſhou'd* never go without-a 

he recovers — 

-ſome Feathers to burn under 


Bottle to ſmell to Oh! 
the Laverder-Water— 
his No e—Hungry-Water to rub his Temples 
O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir Fhem—— 
Giphy, bring the Cordial-Water.. 
[Aimwell /cems to awake in omaxe, 
Dor. How do you, Sir? | 

Aim. Where am I ? | 5 122 

Sore I have paſs'd the Gulph of ſilent Death, 

And now am landed on the E/fian Shore— 

Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 


Fair Preſer pine—let me adore thy bright Divinity. 


¶Mreeli to Dorinda, and kiges her Hand. 


Mis. Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew. where the Fit wou'd 
end. —— 
Aim. Eueyd ce perhaps : 
How cou'd thy Orpheus keep * wo d, 
And not look back upon thee; 
No Treaſure but thy ſelf cou d ſure have brib'd him 
To look one Minute off thee; . 
L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 


Arch. Ves, my Lord How does your Lordſhip ? 


I. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 

Aim. Where am I? 

Arch. In very good Hands, Sir—You were taken 
juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 


juſt by this good Lady's. Houſe; her Ladyſhip had you 


taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your 
| elf, as you MY "bp | 


Aim, 
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Aim. I am ſo confounded with Shame, M adam, that 
I can now only beg Pardon ——— And refer my 
Acknowledgments for your Lady ſhip's Care till an O- 
por tunity offers of m-king fome amends — I dare be 
no longer troubleſome—Martin, give two Guineas t to 
the Servants. [& ing. 
Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoaon-in.0 
the Air; you don't lock, Sir, as if you were periediy 
recover'd. 
[ Here Archer talks to Lach Bountiful in dumb her. 
Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent HE -- 
neſs is ſo rooted, chat I muſt expect to catry it to my 
Grave. | 
Mrs. Sul. Dow t deſpair, Sir; I have known frat my: -- 
your Diſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phy ſick. 
L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me 
het youre apt to relapſe, if you go into the Sir. Tour 
good Manneis ſha'n't yet the better of ours Vou ſhall 
fit down again, Sir: — Come, Sir, we don't mird 
Ceremonies in the Country — Here, Sir. my Se: vice 
tye——You fhill taſte my Water; tis a Cordial | can 
5 afjure you, and of my own making—Drink it off, Sir: 
| [Aimwel drin:] And i.ow d' ye find your ſelf dow, Sir? 
| Aim. Somewhat better——tho!' very faint. ill. 
L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
\ Fits, Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman tne _ 
Houfe ; *tis but an old Family- Building, Sir; but you 
had better-walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 


N ture immediately into the Air 'ou'll find ſome 
tolerable Pictures Dorimda, thew the Gentleman the 
Way. [E-i:.] I muſt go to the poor Woman below, 
Dr. This Way, Sir. | 
: Aim. Ladies, Fr I beg leave; for my Servant 0 
; wait on you, for he underitands Pictures very well, 
Mis. Sal. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he F 
a does PiQures, ſo he may come along. | 
28 [Exe Dor. Mrs. Sull. Kim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. | 
1 fas | 4 
T OT Enter Foigard N50 Scrub, meeting. 
Faig Save you, Mater Scrub. | 


en. | C 4 : 1 f Scrub. 
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Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſay'd your way —I hate a 
Prieſt, IJ abhor the French, and I defy the Devil—Sir, 
I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt Drop of my 
Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. a 
_ Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Poli- 
. ticks, and ſo I wog'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gipſy. - 
S 4crub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
he's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's — dead 
two Months ago, Sir. + 
| Enter Gipſey. 
Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare you talk fo . 
ſaucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common People of Enclard ate not fo civil to 
Strangers, as—— | +> AA 
' Scrub. You lie, you lie ;—'tis the common People, 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers. 
Sid. Sirrah, I have a good mind to—Get you out, 
„„ -F.-:: S422 | 
>". Jens. 1 Wu?! © - 5 6 
Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce- box — Pray, Dactor, what is 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 


Scrub, The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe ham- , 
pers me again the Captain has me on one Side, and 
the Prieſt on t'other : — So between the Gown ard 
Sword, I have a fine time on't——But, Cedar? Arma = 
Togæ. 2 5 [l Ceounxg. ſe 
Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march? r 
Scrub, No, my dear, I wo'n't march — but Pl walk: a 
And I'll make bold to liſten a little too. | thi 
© [Goes behind the Side-Scene, and lifiens. wi 
 Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbaroully M. 
treated, that's the Truth on't. e, 6 es Fl 
Fog. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, his 01 
Complainings would moulify the Mar ow in your Bones, hol 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration; he vee ps, Cor 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he | 
laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In Concluſion, 
Joy, he's afflicted, a la Frangois, anda Stranger wou'd * 
not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. of t. 


. 
- 


ip, What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? Y 
ay | |; 2 Ws 8 vig. 


14 


\ 
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Foig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs, 
n Suller s Cloſet, when it is dark. | ; 

Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing ? It wou'd be both a 
Sin and a Shame, Doctor. 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your 
'Shame; and I will give you an'Abfolution for the hin, 
 Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 

Feig. Dat is according as you ſhall tank it—If you 

receive the Money before hand, 'twill be Logicè, a 
Bribe ; but if you ſtay till afterwards, "twill be only a. 
Gratification. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, Tl take it Lein. But what 
muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir ? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, 
ny ; and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 

Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet—— 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Cloſhet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. - 

Gip. But if the Lady * come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed? 

Feig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy q 

05. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

Foig. Vel den the Parties maſt be reſponſible. 
—Do you be gone after putting the Count in the Clo 
ſet ; and leave the Shins wid themſelves Iwill come 
with the Count to inſtruct you in your Chamber. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pute - Me- 
thinks I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can ſin afreſh 
with ſo much Security, that Im reſoly'd to die a. 


Martyr to't Here's the Key of the Garden-door.; 

| come in the back- way, when *tis late—PIl be ready 
bo receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, otily-take 
Y hold of my Hand; I'll lead you, and fo you lead the 
5, Count, and follow me. . CExeune.. 
e : | | 
H Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two "A 
of the Devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty 
Lewwidores ; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe : But 
muſt = room to'my Setters. . 


S ſp 
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Enter Ainiwat leading Dorinda, at mul: Love in 
dumb Shew—M-s. Sull. and Archer. 

P; R Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer] how d'ye like that 

lece | 


Arch. O, *tis Lela — You find, Madam, how u 


: bier came diſguis'd to make Lo 


Mrs. Sz“. But what think you there of Alexandir $ 
Pa tles ? 


Arch. We want r a Le Brun, Madam, to dw 


greater Battles, and a greater General of our own—— 


The Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure 
in a Picture than the Granicus; and we have our 
Ramelies to match their Artela. | 
* Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head i is that in. the Ccr- 
ner there ? | 
Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 
Mrs. Sal. What was he baniſh'd for? 


Arch, His ambitious Love, Madam, (Bing His 


Mi: fortune teur hes me. 

Mrs. Sa. Was he fucceſsful i in his Ambers? 

Arch. There he has leſt us in the dark — He was too 
much a Gentleman to tell. 15 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pit him. 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, 4 envy him. 

* Mrs. S/. How d' ye like that Venus over the Chimney ? 

Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
Piduie; but now I look again, 'tis not handſome enough. 

Mrs. Sul. Oh, whata C arm is Flattery ! if you wou'd 
ſee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet — Hoy 
d'ye like it? 

Act. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, thathas the 
leaſt Reſemblancy of you — But methinks, Madam, 
—{He looks at the Piure and Mr. Sullen three or four 
fimes, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? 

Mrs. Sal. A famous Hand, Sir. | 

bre Aimwell and Dorinda go of. 


Lich. A 6000 Had. Madam :—Your Eyes, in- 


deed, are featur'd there ; ; but where's the ſparkling Mo'- 


ſture, youg Fluid, in which * ſwim? The Picture, 
in- 


. 7 * 
* , - * - * 
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indeed, bas your Dimples; ; but where's the Swarm of 

killing i ty that ſhou'd ambuſh there ? The L'ps too 

are figur“ 

pouting Ripeneſsthat tempts the Taſte in the Original] ? 
Mrs. Sul. Had it been my Lot to have maich'd with 


ſuch a Man!  [d4jrae. © 


Arch. Your Breaſts too; preſumptuous Man! what! 


paint Heaven ! Apr po, 1 Madam, in the very next Pic- 


ture is Salmoncut, that was ſtruck dead with Lightnivg, 


for offering to imitate Joes Thunder; I hope you. 
Terv'd the Painter ſo, Madam. 


- Mrs. Sz/. Had mv Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 


ſhou'd employ their Li ghtning better. 


Ar-h. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room. Madam; 
I ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed- chamber? 
Mrs. Sa“. And. what then, Sir? a 


Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I Jaw 


—— I can't at this Diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the: 


Figures of the: Embroidery: Will you g ve me leave; 
Madam? 


Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Impudence—Sure, if I 


gave him an Opportunity. he durſt not offer it—I have 


a great mind to try. ¶ Going. Returns.) 'Sdeaih, what 
am I doing: And alone too !- 


Siſter, Siſter, 
Arch, Tl follow her cloſe— | 2 


— 


For EH a French-man 33 to hrs. 


< Rte, feres. may well the Work por form. fave 13 


att Euer Scrub. 7 r 
Serab. Mite," Brother Mari. f ; 
Arch: O*Brother $c+ub, I beg your Pardon: r; was 

not a going: Here's a Guinea my Maſter order d you. 
Scrub. A Guinea ;' hi, hi, hi, a Guinea eh by 


this Light it ya. Guinea 2 but! ſuppote you e one 


and twenty Shillings in chabge 
Arch. Not at af; F have another, for G: 7 77. 


Scrub. A Guinea for her! ki and Faggot ts the | 


aer 0 adder me that 32 linea, and. on | diſcover - 
à Plot 


Arch, A Plot? 622 CIDR 


out: But .vhere's the Carnation Dew, the 
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Serab. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a hor: id plot —Firſt, it muſt 
be a Plot, b cauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, 
it muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: 
And Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I dan t . 
What to make ont. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 
Scrub. Truly Fm afraid ſo too; for where thene's a 
Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a 
Riddle—This, I know, that here has been the Doctor 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abſolution in the 
other, and Gir/ey has ſold herſelf to the Devil; 1 ſaw the 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Gath on't. 

Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Gp e? 

Ser ub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
* there ; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a 
Cloſet, a Back-door, ard a Key. . 

Arb. The Count! Did you hear. nothiogofMs, Sullen? | 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way: KW 
but whether it was Sullen or 7 1 cou d not diſ- fl 
tinguiſh. 

Arch. You have told this Matter to no „ 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; Em re- 
folv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we 
have a Peace. 

Arch. You're i'th* ri ht, Brother WS here's a 
Treaty a. foot between the Count and the Lady —The 
| Prieſt and the Chamber-maid are Plenipotentiaries—— 
It ſhall go hard, but 1'Il find a Way to be included in 
the Treaty. Where's the Doctor, now? 

Scrub. He and * 7 are this Moment devouring 

my 0h 's Marmalade in the Cloſet. | 
Aim. [From without | Martin, Martin 1 £5 
| Arch, I come, Sir, I come. mi 

Scrub. But you forget the other Guinea BrotherSortir | 
Arch. Here I give it with all my Heart. 

S ruh And take it With all my Soul L Exeunt ſewe. 

1 path I'cod, I'll f pl your plotting, Mrs. Gip/cy ; and 

1 if you ſhou'd ſet the Captain er ar two Gui- 

| neu will bu 2 me off. . * 
„ ater 
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% | b 
Enter Mrs. Sallen and Dorinda, mceting 
Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter. 
Dor. And well; Siſter. 
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my 1a. 
Dor. What's become of his Servant? 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a 
finer Gentleman by fifty Degrees than his Maſter. 
Der. © my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg t that 


| Fellow at the Gallows foot... 


Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I con a. provided x 
eou'd put a Friend of yours in his room. | 

Dor. You deſir d me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs d the Bounds of Honour. | 


Mrs. Sal. Thou dear cenſorious Country Gil pete 


What doſt mean? You can 't think of the Man without 


the Bedfellow, I find. 


Dor. [don't find any thing unnatural in hon Thought 3 
while the Mind is converſant wich Fleſh and Blood,. it, 


: muſt conſorm to the Humours of the Company. 


Mrs. Su]. How ua little Love and Converſation i im. 


prove a Woman? Why, Child, you begin to live 


you never ſpoke before. _ 
Dor. Becauſe L was never fpoke to before: My Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 
of my Sex; and truly begin to think the Manis ſincere. 
Mrs. Su. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 


| Life of a Woman; and Flattery is our daily Bread ; and: 


ſhe's a Fool that won t believe a Man there, as much as. 

ſhe that believes him in any thiag elſe But Fl lay you 

a Guinea that I had finer things ſaid to me than you had. 
Dor. Done What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 
Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture o Venus for 


mine. 


Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus bertelf. 
Mrs. Su“. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd m 
a Venus directly. I ou d haye belien d him a conan 


in good earneſt, 


Dar. But my Lover was up upon bis Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sal. And-wing was upon bis Tignoesto me. 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſoſteſt moving I hings. 
Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving Things tco, 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sal. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage, © * 
Mrs. Sal. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing? 
Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing atJaſt but ſon.e 
iL natur'd Clown like yours: — Whereas, if I marry 
my Lord Aimevel/, there will be Title, Place and Prece- 
dence, thePark,thePlay,and the Drawing-Room, Splen- 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe and Flambeaux.—Hey, my Lady 
Ainrwel's Servants there—Lights, Lights to the Stairs 
My Lady 4:mwel.”s Dent. put forward — Stand 
by; make room for her Ladyſn p Are not theſe 
Things moving? What! melancholy of a ſudden? 
Mrs. Sal. Happy; happy Siſter! Your Angel has been 
watchful for your Happineſs, Wwhilſt mine has ſlept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me [Here. 


Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 


_ _ Mrs S/. O Dorinda, | own my ſelf a Woman, full of 
my Sex, a gentle, ' generous Soul, —taſy and yielding 
to ſoft Defirey, a ſpacious Heart, where Love and a 
his Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment 
of my Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? 
Dor. Meaning your Huſband, Tfuppoſe? 
Mxs. Sal. Huſband ! No,—Even Huſband is too ſoft 


a Name for him.— But cone, I expect my Brother here 


to-night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 


marry'd me; perhaps he'll find æ way to make me eaſy. 


Dor. Will you promiſe: not to make your ſelf-ealy in 
the mean time with my Lord's Friend? - 
Mrs. Su“. You miſtake me, Siſter— It happens with 
us as among the Men, he greateſt Talk ers are the greateſt 
Cowards: and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe; Sp.rits 
© evaporate in Erattle, which- might do more — if 

oe: „ 123 cy 
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they took another Courſe—— Tho”, to confeſs the 
Truth, I do love that Fellow; And it I met him 
dreſt as he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be 
Look'e, Siſter, I have no fupernatural Gifts ; 3 I 
can't ſwear 1 cou'd refit the Temptation, — hoogh : 


I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much = 
as the belt of us can do. | 


[Exeunt; 


| Faber Aimwell 8 Archer laghing./ 
A <<. And the awkard Kindnefs of the good mo- 
therly old Gentlewoman. 
An. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one— 
'Sdearh, *ris pity to deceive her. 
A ch. Nay, if you adhere to thple Principles ftop 
880 you are. 
Aim. I can't ſtop; for 1 love her to Piſtract 1 
Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's breadth be. 
yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. ; 
Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaid? | 
tering away our idle venings at White's, Tom's, or 
| Mills, and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
| can't afford us a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 


— 


— = — 


Bi 
| 


j Ach. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Cox:omb | | 
4 for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we mult not pretend to : 
our ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 

t 


Club o'th* Reckoning: Damn it, I had rather 
ſpunge upon Morris, and fup upon a Diſh of Bohee 
Cord behind the Door. 


"EF . 
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t Ain. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 

, of Criticiſms, as we. ſhould our want of Money by Og. | 

r at the Government. 

* | Arch. Or be oblig'd to aul into the Side- box, and 

n between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 

h away diſcontented, and damn the whoſe five. . gr 

it Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch ra cally Tricks had 

= we out- liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance — 

if Bur now: | 


* | 4 2 Iz Al. 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all thie—Strike | 
while the Kron is hot This Prieſt is the luckieſt part 


: T our Adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 


Aim, But I ſhould not like a Woman th at can be ſo 
fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Lam the Lady may 
be in Diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has aconfounced Huſband, 
and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love 
—Fgad, I have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of my 


ſelf, that I begin to fancy Range things ! and we mult 
ſay this for the Honour of our 
- ' ourſelves, that they do ſtick to their Men, as they do 


omen, and indeed of 


to their Magna Charta. If the Plot lies as I ſuſpet—I 
muſt put on the 3 here comes the 


Podtor ; 4 ſhall be ready.  [Extt. 


Ester F . 
Foig. Sauve you, noble Friend, 


Aim. O Sir, your en Pray, Dedor, 1 may 1 | 


erave your Name? 
Foig. Eat Naaw is upon me? My Naam is Faigerd Joy. 
Aim. Fuga, ], A very good Name for a Clergyman : 


Pray, Doctor Foigard, were you ever in {land ? 


Foig. Ireland! No, Joy Fat ſort of Plaate is dat 


ſaam land Dey ſay de People are catch d dere when 


dey are young. 
Aim, And ſome of em here when they are ol; — 


as for Example [Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, 
1 arreſt you: as a Traytor againſt the Government; 


you're a Subject of England, and thisMorping ſhew'd 
me a Commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in 


the French Army : This 18 Death by * Law, and 


your Reverence muſt hang for't. 


Foig. Upon. my Shoul, noble Friend, FR is grange | 


News you tell me, Fader Fligard a Subject of Erg. 
land !. de Son of a Burgamaſler of iure N of. 


| Eng land / Ubooboo 


Aim. The Son of a Bog - trotter in e Sir, your 


Tongue will condemn * N any Beach in the 


n e. 3 : Fre 
* 5 Fog. 


Ons 


- Frag. And js my Tongue all your Eviderſh, Joy? 
Aim. That's enough. 


Tar. No, no, Joy, for I will neter ſpake Ebbe ve 
more. | 


Aim. Sir, 1 have other Evidence Here, N 


you know this Fellow. 


F Archer. 
Arch. [In a Brogue] Saave you, my dear Cullen, how 


goes Four Health? 


His, Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, 


and his Brogue will hang mine. [ 4fe.] Mynbere, Ich auet : 


neat Toatt buy zacht, let Univerſion enue neat, ſacrament. 
Aim. Altgring your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 

low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 
Fig. Faaſh] Fey, is dere Brogue upon my F aaſh too? 
Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But, 


Cuſſen Mackfeane, vil you nat put a Remembrance up- 


on me? 
Faig. Machfbave 1 By St. Paatrick, dat is my Nuame 
| ſhure eno IA. 


Aim. 7 — Gere you have it. 

Foig, The Devil . you, Joy. — fat. Ac- 
quaintance are you my Cuſſen? 

Ach. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you know 
we were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon my Nutle' 8 
Chiſter, Joy, and ſo we are 144 Cuſlens. 


Foig. De Devil taake de Relation Vel, Joy, and fat | 


School was it ? 

Arch? I think it vas—Aay, —twas Ti ipperary, | 

Fiig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was K:/kenny.- 

Aim. That's enough 1 us — Self- Confeſſion 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the 
next Magittrate. Ie 

Arch. He ſends you to -Gaol, you're try'd next 
Aſlizes, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory, | 

Fig. And is it * wid you, Cuflen ? 

Arch, It wil be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
W confeſs the — between you and Mrs. 
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|  Giphy—Look'e, Sir, t the Gallows or the Secret, take 


your Choice. 
Foig. The Gallows ! our: my Shoul I hate that 


ſhame Gallows, for it is a Diſcath dat is fatal to our 


Family. — Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, 
but Mrs. Sullen wou'd ſpaak wid e Coutit in her 
Chamber at Midnight, and dere is no harm, Joy, for 
I am to condu the Count to the Plaſh my ſelf. 
Arch. As I gueſs'd —Have you communicated the 
- Matter to the Count ? 
Foig. I have not ſheen him fince. 
Arch Right 
conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 
Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon wy Shoul, 
gra, dat's too much upon the Brogue. 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have got 
a Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll ſtop your Wind-pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall 
have another Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 
Aim, Here's Company com ing this Way, let's into 
my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther, 
Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [Exeunt, 
ys, Arra the Devil taake our Relaſhion. 8 


Enter Boniface, Hounflow, and Bagſhot at one Deer, 
| Gibbet ar the Oppofue. | 

Gil. Well, Gentlemen, tis a e for our En- 
| rte. 
Hownſ, Dark as Heul. 
Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the Window chers we muſt break in, 
and tells us the Plate ſtands in che Winſcoat Cupboard 
in the Parlour. rig OY 

Ban. Ay, ay, Mr. Ba as Sa is, Knives 
andF rg On art, Te, wr In kards.— 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's ncar 
upon as big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from 
his God- mother, {Re ſmells of Nutmeg and T0oaſt, 
like an Zaft-India Ship. 

Hounſ. Then you uy we maſt fandest che Stair- heal. 


Bon. 


agen; why then, Doctor; ;—you ſhall 


nay way hy |Þ op wm a 
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Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying — : 
one end of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and 


| her Daughter, and at tlie other, Mrs. Sullen— As for 


the Squire. 
Gib. He's ſafe e Ty Jhave fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 
Parcel of Scoundre!s are got about him there, that, 
I-gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Company. 
Bon. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying i5—Gentle- 
men, you mult ſet out at One. Z 
Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bag ſhot ſee our Arms 
fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 
Hounſ, and Bag. We will. E. N 
Gib, Well, my dear Bont, you aſſure me that Scrub N 


is a Coward. 


Bon. A Chicken, as the N is—You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies | 
Gib. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great 


deal of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; _ 


I am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelled | 
the Road — But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
a Galleon, a Yigo Buſinels ——I1 warrant you we ſhall 


bring off three or four thouſand Pound. 


Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Saying i is, 
ou may, 
* Gib. Why then, Tyburn,. Idefy thee ; Pl get up to 
Town, fell off my. Horſe and Arms, buy my elf ſome 
party Employment, i in the Law, and be as4nug and as 
oneſt as e er a long Gown of em all, 
Bon. And what think you chen of my Daughter 
Cherry for a Wife? * © . 
Gib. Look'e, my dear Benny—Cherry # is the Goddeſs 
T adore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that 
Man and Wife ſhould never have it in their Power to 
hang one another ; for if _ ſhou'd, the Lord have 
mercy upon em both. U xeunt, 
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Enter Boniface, 


84. Oude coming — A Coach and fix foaming | 


Heorſes at this time © Night! Some great 
Man, as the Saying Is, for he ſcorns to travel with 
ether People. : | 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 
Sir CY. What, Fellow ! A publick Houle, and a- 
bed when other People fleep ? 
Bon. Sir I a'n't a-bed, as the Saying is. 
Sir Ch. I ſee that, as the Saying 15! Is Mr. Sallen's 
Panty a-bed, think'e-? 
Bon. All but the *Squire himſelf, Sir, ns the Saying 
is, he's in the Houſe, ., -—+ ; 
Sir Ch, What Company haves 
Bon. Why, Sir, there's Hm Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd Barber, and two or three 
other Gentlemen. 
Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true 
| Picture of her n | 


| Pater Sullen Saab. 6 

Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 
Sul. The Puppies left me aleey— si. 

Sir Ch, Well, Sir. 

Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man—T have three 
thouſand Pound a Vear, and I can't 1 a Man to drink 
A Cup of Ale with me. 238 
Sir Ch, That's very hard. | 

Sul. Ay, Sir, —And unleſs you have pity ypon me, 


aud ſmoke one Pipe Lark — 1 muſt e'en go home 
| to 


w my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half, 

81. Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't ſee your 
Wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone to-bed——you don't uſe 
to lie wich your Wife in that Piekle ? 


Sul. What! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do 


you take 7 me for an Atheiſt, or a Rake ? 
Sir. Ch, If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
lie from her. 
$41, I think fo too, Friend But I am a Juſtice 
of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 
Sir Ch, Law As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body 
obſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe 
for whom it was made. 
Sul. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Gaol, 
you muſt lie there, my Friend. 
Sir Ch, Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve i it, 
Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'r'c I marry'd ? - 
Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a 9 you 
muſt difown it for a Law, 
Sul. Eh! I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir 
J But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know. the Truth of 
this Matter. 
iy Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few, there 
be that dare wade deep enough to ſind out the Bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, Tm afraid the Line of your Under- 
e ſtanding mayn't be long enough. 
be 


Hul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to to-fay to your Sea : 


of Truth, but if a good Parcel of — entitle a 
ue Man to a little Truth, I have as much as any Hein the 


County. 


Bon. I never heard. WorthiF , at the Sayin is, 
talk ſo much before. . K . 


before. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, a as the. nine * W aſk you 
one Queſtion : Are not Man and Wiſe one Fleſh 2 . 

Sir Ch, You and:your, Wife, Mr. Gut, may be one 


Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe — But rational 

Creatures have. Minds that that maſk 2 8 eee c 
Wu, ns * =o EAT 
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Sul. Becauſe I never met with a Man that 1 lik'd f 
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8 . Beaux eien . 
Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you . that the 
Ming znkes phave:ofithe Body | h 
Sul. In ſome People. ' - 
Sir Ch, Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con- 
| fulted before that of his Servant. = 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me W LINENS 
Oons, 1 always thought that we were naturally one. 
Sir Ch. Sir, — that my two Hands are naturally 
ene, becauſe they love on N kiſs one another, 
= one another in all the Actions of Life; but J 
u'd not ſay ſo much if they were always at Cufts, 
Sul. Then *tis 2 that we are twWCo. 
Sir Ch. Why on't you part — G 585 Sir? 
Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 


Sir Ch. With all my Heart. an 
Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, mp a let 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. | 
Sir Ch, You'll let me have her Fortune too? Si 


Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to her 

Fortune—— I only hate the Woman, "Oy and none 

but the Woman ſhall go. $ | Ex 
Sir Ch. But her Fortune, u — 

Sul. Can go agyuor play ph ec... 


Sir Ch. 5 yet 

- Sul, 1 = Us. A 11 
Sir Ch. Neither. wat 
Saul. Oons! where was this Man "> ? 2 de.] Burn his 
mz Sir, I can't go home, tis but Two a-Clock. | 
Sir CH. For Half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe—But you 

you muſt conſider tis late. A 
Sul. Late! thats the Reaſon I can't go to Bed— 1 
Come, n | | [Exennt, .N 

| D 

inter Cherry, runs a avon the 8 and knocks at Aim- Fell, 
well' ! Chamber- door. Enter Aimwell in his Night: M 

Cap and Gown. a-Cl 
Ain. What's the Matter? You tremble, Child, you're Wl my! 
: frighted! 148 my! 
Cher. No W Si Bat! in . Sir, this very D. 
Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady Wi you- 


3 8 Houſe. Þ BY Aim 


— 


T be Beaux Swatagem.” 12 75 of - 
Ain. How! is, ao 


Cber. 1 dogg'd * em to the very Door, and let em 
breaking in. 


Aim. Have you alarm d any body. eile with the | 
News . 

Cber. No, no, Sir, 1 wanted to Pk diſcover. the 
whole Plot, and twenty other Things, to your Man 
Martin; but I have ſearch'd the w. ole ouſe, and 85 

can't find him; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, Child; will 080 guide me imme- 
diately to the Houſe ? 

Cher.” With all my Heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful is 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well — 

Aim. Dorinda! The Name inſpires me, the Glory 
and the Danger ſhall be all my own—Come, my Life, 


let me but get my Sword. ; [ Exeunt, 


80 E N E ene to. the Bed-chamber i in _ Boun- 
r ; tiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen 5 Pak Dorinda, undreſ#d 3. a a T able 
and Li ghts. 


Dor. Tis very late, Pa News of your Spouſe | 
yet ? 


Mrs. Sul. No, Im cinta to be alone till to- 
wards Four, and then P. I may be executed with 
Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſts 
ut MW you'll go directly t& Bed, I ſuppoſe. | 
Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hey-ho! 
— Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 
unt. Mrs, Sul. This is a languiſhing Hour, siſter. 
Dor. And might prove a critical Minute if the ug 
Fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul. Here? what in my Bud-chataber, at wo 
a-Clock th? Morning, I undreſs d, the Family aſleep, 
my hated Hyſband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at” 
my Feet O gad, Siſter. Ga 

Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and tha Fellow, 
* my De. good Night. ne 


— 


3 — a. 


Mrs. Sul. A good Reſt to my dear by 
 'Thoughts free } are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
| Here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Bride- 
geoom; ¶ Here Archer foals out of the Cher) with 
Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, - Knees implo- 
Turm a little on one fide, aud /ees Archer in the 
Poſture Jherdgferibes. Ah |: Serie, and runs to the other 
Side of the Stage. ] Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit: 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devit?. 
. Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. {Rifog. 
Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it _ 

Arch, Madam, Pit give 25 Demonſtration this Mi- 
nute.  " [Takes her Hand. 
Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Ves, Madam, if you pleaſe; 


Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 


Arch. From the Skies, Madam — 'm a Jupiter in 
Love, and you thall be my Alena, 

Mrs. Sal. How came in? 4 | 

Arch. I flew in at t goin Madam; 3 your 
Couſin Cupid lent me his Winge, and your Siſter Venus 
open'd the Caſement. 

Mrs. Sul: Pm truck dumb wich Admiration, 


. Arch, And I with Wonder. [ Looks paſſtonately at ber. 


Mrs. Sal. What will become of me? 
Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks !———the teeming 
Jolly Spring {miles in her blooming Face, and when 


ſhe Was conceiv'd, her Mother fine t 16 Roſes, look'd 


on Lillies 
. Lillies unfold their White, thav: F 8 
* ben the Warm. Sun thus ra Wand their Arms. 


Run 70 hee, 

Mrs. Sul. Ab! CSbrdeks. 
Arch. Oons, Madam, What do you mean ? You'll 
raiſe the Hauſe. 


Mrs / Sul. Sir, Pllwake * Dead dec T bear this. 


— What! Approach me with the Freedoms of a 
Keeper ! I'm glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 
. ##ch, I this he Impudence, '{ Kneels] I leave to your 


| 10 cod no panting _—_— + after Thodlour, pain. 
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fal Voyage, eier bow d before his Saint wich more De> 
votion. 

Mrs. Sa. Now, now, I'm ruin dif hekneels. Ls. 
Riſe thou proſtrate 1 r not all thy undermining 
Skill ſnall reach my Heart. Riſe, and know I am a 
Woman without my Sex; I can love to all che Ten- 

derneſs of Wiſhes, Sighs and Tears But go no far- 
ther Still to convince e. ou that I'm more than Wo- 


man, I can ſpeak uot railty, confeſs. my Weakneſs : 
even for you 
Arch. For me! [ Going to lay hold on ber. 


Mrs. Sal. Hold, Sir, build not upon that — for 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey wh 
command you-now —leave me this Minute — If — 
denies, I'm loſt. 4 voy bal. 

Arch. Then you'll omi * 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come ? "7 

Mrs. Sul. To-morrow, when you he” LETS By bf © 

Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Framule. 

8 muſt, I Kiſes be-] Ra 

Arc m m s tares 
and Paradiſe f And Arcs not * my rhe ar 4 
Lime, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all co: 

And the now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this 
Moment for my Happineſs. - {Takes her in his Arms. 

Mrs. Sal. You will not, cannot, ſure.  - 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, arid diſappoints not 
Mortals of to- morrow s Dawn, this TI” crown | 
my Joys. | 

2 2 Sul. My Sexts Pride aſſiſt me, 

Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 

Mrs. Sul. F 2 5 

Arch. PII die with you. [Cx | 
Mrs. pen; Thieves, Thieves, 10 K | 4 


e in bis St cu ene Shot, * 


[ Kerns. Eng Scrub Thieves, Murther, Popery !. , 
* Arch. Ha! the. very timorous Stag will kill in Rat» 


; un time. 1 and offers to ab Scrub, 
1 = ffe 1 


bs 


* 
* * * 
. * 
/ 2 
i - 
/ 
* 


1 


Tz 2 Bean tne 


| Scrub. | Kneeling: O pray, Sir, ſpareall [ have, and 
take my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. {Holding Arber n Hand. ] What does the 
Fellow mean? | | 
Scrub. O Madam, down! upon your Knees, your 
1 's one of them. ö 

Scrub. One of t Rogues 1 wbmdes, | 
ene of- the honeſt e n er are _ { 
into the Houſe. 


Arb. Howl | 81 
Mrs. Sal. J hope you did not como to rob me? 


© Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but LwWou'd have taken WE 
nothing but what you might very well ha; ſpard; but | 
your crying Thieves, hes wak”d this dreaming, Fool, 

and ſo he takes em for grantede | 

Scrub. Granted! tis granted,}Sir-z take all we have, 
Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks-26 if he were broke out | 
of Bedlam. - © Es 

' Scrub, Oons, Madam, eye bebe into the Houle 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll >, 

de here this Minute 4 

Arch. What, Thieves! 

Serub) Under Favour, Sir, I think ſo. | 
oh e * S 3 
Areb. M „I our Lad a ight. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you — }- Nr; 3 

Areb. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
Sinn me-to- | thro now e your im- 
mortal Hatred. ö ; 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, ot pray, Sir— „ 
5 , [ Takes bold of bim. 

Arch. Ha. ha, FEM now comes my turn to be ra- 
vi'd—You ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one 

way or other; but takethis- -by the-way, good, Madam, 
that none but a Fool will give you the Benefit of his 
Courage, unleſs you II — his Love wo oa with it— 
How: are 1 rye 7 


% S 7 , +4, e 
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Arch, Huſh ! ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro 
the Gallery Madam, be aſſur'd I will proteQ you, 
or loſe my 'y Life, 


Mrs. Sul. Your: Life! no Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 


let de trngh you to/bo, gone, 


Arch. No, Madam, Fil conſult my « own Safety, for 
the ſake of yours; I'll work by Stratagem : Have you 
Courage enough to ſtand the f ROS of em 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yea, ſince I have 'ſcap'd your Hands, 
I can face any thing. 

Ke Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 


Sub Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs. thee. 


| [Kiſſes Archer. 
drch, This way 3 ere 
2 Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet, with a dark n in one Hand, and 
2 Piſtol in N other, : 

Gib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs. Sul. Who are you, * What wou'd you have ? 
D ye come to rob me?? 

Gib. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, Tm only a 
younger Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, I' ſhoot you through the Head: But 
don't be afraid, Madam, ¶ Laying his Lanthorn and Piftol 
upon the Table.) Theſe Rings, don't be — 
cern'd, Madam; I have a profound Reſpect for 


Madam, your Keys, Madam; don't be frighted, 


dam, Pm the moſt of a Gentleman: [S;grching hs 
Pockets.) This Necklace, Madam; I never was.rude 
© any Lady 1—1 have a Veneration—for. this Neck- 
lace—{Hore Archer having come round, and ſeix d the 
Piſtol, takes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
and claps ther Piſtol to bis Breaft. 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and n the Reward 
of thy Sacrilege. 

G55. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; Int Preperd. 

drch, How many is there ot. em, Cirab " SHES 
2 Scrub. 1 


* 


— 
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Scrub. Five and Forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the Yen to have him out 
of the way. 
Sb. Hold! hold ! Sir; we are but three, vponmy 
Honour. 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 

' Serub; Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 
Arch. Run to Giphey s Chamber, there you dl And the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 


Exit Scrub, running. 


Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

. 4Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a C haplain to ſay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occaſions. 


Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, don't kill him :— You Fight 


me as much as him 
Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the 
occaſion of my Diſappointment—Sirrah, this Mo- 
ment is your laſt. 
Gib. Sir, Pl give you Two hundred Pounds to > ſpare 
m 
E Perm Have you no more, Raſcal dh 
Gib. Ves, dit, I can command Four hundred; but 
IT muſt reſerve two of em to ſave my Life at che Sel- 


| Lions. 
Enter Scrub and F oigard. 


Arch: Here, Doctor: I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 


wm you, may manage bim: Lay hold of him, 
[Foigard Jays hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already —— 
Look e, Doctor, you come before your time; I 2'n't 
eondemn'd yet, I thank ye. 
Foig. Come, my Dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too; I will make you a good Catho- 
lick, and give you. an Abſolution. 
Gib. Abſolution 1. Gon you procure me a Pardon, 
DVR * 8 2 
9 No, Joy, —— _ 
Then you and N Abſolution may go to the 


. 


„ 


cb. 
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— — Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
him thro' the Head, end come back to us with all 
the Speed: you can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you bold him 
faſt, and I'll guard him. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? L 


Arch In ſhort, Madam [ Shrieking le 


12death ! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
dies: Im vex'd I parted with the Piſtol ; but I 
muſt fly to their Aſſiſtance Will you ſtay here, Ma- 
dam, or venture your ſelf with me? 
Mrs. Sal. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 
; [T ates him by the Arm, 2 Exeunt. 


SCE N Z changgs to another partment in the ng 


"Houſe, . 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful, and 
Bagſhot halling ix Dorinda; the Rogues with 
Swords drawn. _ 5 


—— ome, come, | fowl 85 Miſtreſs. 
\ —_— Your Keys, your- Keys, old Gentlewoman. 


Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe. . [He engages em both. 


Dor. O, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the 


brave Man ! ! 


L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 


teh one how- - 


Hall; but they won't draw. I'll go fe 
ever.  [Extte 
Enter Archer and Mrs, Sullen: 

Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord ; every Man his Bird, 
pray. 1555 engage Man to Man ; -the Rogues are 

daun and di Grad 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my, Father ap | mult give him timely Notice. 


Arch. Shall v we Hill the Rogues ? | 


ny Ain. 


„ 
Ab. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him: 


[Runs cut. 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garter. 
[To Mrs, Sullen, abo flands by him. 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil'si in this Fellow] he fights, loves, 
and banters, all in a Breath: Here's a Cord that the 
Rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe; _ | 
Arch. Right, right, che Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rop 
hang himſelt —— Come, my Lord, this is wig a 
ſcancalous fort of an Office, [ Binding the Rogues toge- 
ther] if our Adventures ſhould end in this ſort of Hang- 
man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpect 
that Eater Scrub. Well. Scrub, have you ee 
your Tartar ? 
Scrub, Yes, Sir, F left the Prieſt and him ung 
i about Religion. 
_ Aim. And pray carry theſe Gade to reap the 
| Beenejt of the Controverſy: [Delivers the Priſoners to 
Scrub, wwho leads em out. 
Mrs. 80 Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here: 
Dor. And pra y, how came che Gentleman here ? 
. Mrs. Sul. Mut el you the greateſt piece-of Villany— 
- [They tall tn dumb Sbeav. 
Ain. L fancy, adn. you have been more ſucceſs- 
fat in your Adventures — the Houſe- breakers, 
4rch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
Principal. Preis her this Minute to marry you, 
——now while ſhe's hurry'd between the Palpitation 
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the Tide of her Spirits are at High-flood ; — throw 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome: Romantick Nonſenſe 
br other; — addreſs her, like Alexander, in the height 
of his Victory, confound her Senſes, bear down her 
Reafon, and away with her The Prieſt is now in 


the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the *. 
| Tater Lady Bountiful. 


—— — - 
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Arch. You a Lover! and not find a way to * 1 
Vet me ſee. 
Aim. You bleed, Areber. 


. 


. 
. 4 
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Y Arch, 


th... 


of her Fear, and the Joy o of her Deliverance, now while 


Ham: hoe Iget off without being obſery'd * | 
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Arch. Sdeath, Pm g'ad on't; this Wound will do 
the Buſineſs — I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sal. 


len about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Vo- 
rinda. 


L. Bow Gentlemen, co o'd ve underſtand how you 


wou'd be ti ſied for the dee, 


Arch. Come, come, my ns this is no time for 


eee Im wounded, 
L. Boun. And Mrs. Sul. How | 7 del + 
Dor. T hope, Sir, you have received no hurt? 
Ain. Nane but what you may cure 


Made, Love ix dumb Bre 
L. Bens. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir — I muſt have 


ſome Powder-fagar to the Blood —  Ome! an 
ugly Gaſh, upon my gar top Sir, y ou muſt go into Bed. 


Arch; Ay „my Lad 551 A Hed! . do very well 


Madam, 725 ri. 8 
to conduct me to a row fy 
L. Boun. Do, do, Day! Suter, —= while I get the 
Lan, and che Probe, and Plaiſter ready. 
(Raw out. e- iet rtr off Doriads 


arnothor., 
Arch. Come, Madam, why, don't you obey, your 
Mother's Commands? 


will you' do me the-Fayour 


Mrs. Sul. How can you, afier-what is paſt, have the | 


Confidence to aſk me ? 
Arch, And jf you. go to that; how. can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me ? —— 
Was not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 
expos'd for your Protection ?— Look'e, Madam, I'm 


none of your Romantick Fools, that fake Sin ts and 


Monſters for nothing; my Valour is Cali) let 
Jam a Soldier of Fortune, and muſt b 


e 
Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, ea "to. apbraid . 


me with your Services. 


Arch. Tis ungenerous in) you, Madam, not to re- 


ward em. 
Mrs. Sul. How! at the Expence of i my. Honour. 
Arch. Honour! Can Honour confiſt with Ingrati- 


tude ? If vou wou'd deal like a Woman af Honor, do 
5 D 4 ke 
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Uke 3 of Honour: D'ye think I wou'd-deny- you 
in ſuch a Caſe? 


Enter a Levine. | 5 

"Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to ten) you, chat 
your Brother, is below at the Gate. ; 
Mrs. Sul. My Brother! Heavens he prais d N = 

Ee US. you for your Services; = has it in his 

ower 

Arch. Whois „out Brother, Madam f 

Mrs. Sul Sir Ch. Freeman :——You'll. excuſe me, | 

Sir ; I muſt go and receive him. - a 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hell 
My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs. Aimzuell has made 
uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſpuze a Þ 
inte the Sea, like an Ealſlone. ein de. 5 
8 E ENE hone: to the Gallery in the fame Houſe. NW * 
| | Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. i | 10 | 
3 wel, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; is 
your late generous- Adtion will, I-hope; plead for my Sti 
eaſy yielding; tho” I muſt own, ſt en had a 95 
Friend in the Fort befor. of 
Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell u upon-her Tongue vol 
Here, Doctor — . ley 
| | Enter Foigard avith a Book. 5 1 
| Foig. Are you prepar'd boat ? 5 
Der. Tm ready; But firſt, my Lord, one Word = 
I have a frightful. ample of a haſty M Marriage in my You 
own Family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. 

Pray, my Lord, confider a little £ 
Ain. Confider !. © you doubt my Honour, or my 4 
Love? omir 

Der. Neither: I do believe you equally Jaſt as Brave 
| And were whole Sex drawn out for me to A 
chuſe, I ſhow? — not caſt a Look upon the Multitude if Ai 
u were abſent—But, my Lord, Pm a Woman; Co- A. 
er Os. may hide a choufand Faults in Ait 


me 
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me—Therefore know me better firſt ; I hardly dare 
_ affirm I knew my ſelf in any thing except. my Love. 
Aim. Such Goodneſs whe cou'd injure ! i find my 
ſelf unequal to the Taſk of Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
Soul, and made it honeſt like her on -I cannot hurt 
| her. [fide ) Doctor, retire. [ Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my 
Paſſion he my Converſion Pm all a Lye, nor 
dare I give a Fiction to your Arms; Pm all a Coun- 
terfeit, except my Paſſion. 
Dor. Forbid it, Heaven? A Connterfeiet | 
Aim. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to rey upon your. 
Fortune :—But- the Beauties of your Mind and Per- 
ſon have ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty 
Servant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 
Dor. Sure, I have had the Dream of ſome poor Ma- 
riter, a ſleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
involv'd in Storms.——Pray, Sir, who are you?; 
Arm. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
Stranger, to his. Honour or his Fortune. 
Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty !—Once I was proud, Sin 
of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
vou want it: Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly. - 
ley eld, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foigard at one Door; Gipſey at another, who 
a  ewhiſpers Dorinda. 

Your Pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir. 

Vou muſt excuſe me—Pll wait on you preſently, 
Exit with 5 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh it. 

dim. Gone |. and bid the Prieſt depart — It — an 
ominous Look. 

— Enter Archer. 

Arch, Courage, 7 om—Shall. I wiſh you Jos 7 

Aim. No. | 
Arch. Oons! Man, what ha? you been doing F; 

Ain. O Archer, my. a, 1 _ Ny me. 
drep. How 1 


„„ Aim. 


A 
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Aim, I have diſcover d my ſelf. N 
Arch. Diſcover d! And without my Conſent ? What! 
. Have J embark'd my ſmall Remains in the ſam ſat 

tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all withou 
Partnerſhip ? 

Aim. G Archer, I own my Fault. 

Arch. After Conviction— Tis chen too late for Par- 
. don—You may remember, Mr. Armevell, that you pro- 


pos'd this Folly —As you begun, ſo end it—Henceforth 3 


Pl hunt my Fe ortune ſingle—So farewel. 
Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but a Minute. 
Arch. Stay! What to de deſpis'd, expos'd, andlaugh'd 
at! No, I wou'd fooner change Conditions with 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear 


.one ſcotnful Smile from the proud Knight that once 


I treated as my Equal. 
Aim. What Knight? 6 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brocher to che Lady that 
I had almoſt—— But no matter for that, tis a curſed 
Night's Work, and ſo I leave you to makethe beſt on't. 
> Zo. Framan One Word, Archer. Still J 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv d my 88 
with pleaſure. 
| 425. Sdeath, who abe! ut? - 
Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 
| be Arch. Toher ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhow have 
ge 
Ain. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


Euter Dorinda mighty gay. 
Dor. Come, my dear Lord I fly with Impatience 
to your Arms — The Minutes of my Abſence was a 
tedious Vear. ; Where" s this Prieſt ? 


4 Oons, a banked Girl; f | 
+ Der. 1 ſuppoſe, my Lord, this-Geridemnn is. privy 
to our Affairs ? 


+ 0b, Fo, yes, wlan, Tim to be you Father : 


Der. 


C | 2 


[ 
1 
1 
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Dor. ny pelt, * Office. | 
Arch Make haſte, make haſte ; 3 ey way. 


[Fakes Aimwell's Hand.] dome Madam, Pm to. give, 


Dor. My Mind's alter'd ; 1 won't. 
Arch. Eh 
Aim. Pm confounded. 


2 Yoo my Shoul, and fo is my ſhelf. 


heh, at's the Matter now, Madam? 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, dne generous Action deſerves ano- 
ther. This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to 


hide nothing from me; my Juſtice engages me to con- 


ceal nothing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon, 


that you thought you counterfeited; you are the true. 


Lord Viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy.. 


Now, Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is no- 
pleas d with the Match, let. his Lordibrp 15 me in, | 


the Face of the World. 
Aim. Archer, What does ſhe mean ? 
Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth, 


Eurer Sir Charles, and Mrs. Sullen.. = 
Sir Ch. My dei Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you” Joy. 
Aim, Of what ? 


Sir Ch: Of your Hodour and Eftate. Vour Brother- 


died the Day before I left London; and all your Friends: 
have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I'did my 
ſelf the Honour. 


Arch. Heark'e, , Sir Knight, don't you "SEL now ?- | 


Sir C4. Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 
Aim. Thanks to che Fenk Stars that form'd. this, 
Accident. 


Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought | 


it forth ; away with it. 
Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize— - [Taking Dorinda“, Hand. 
Arch. And "double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles, 
Fr 2 My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. My Lady, 
you ſoy 5. I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
edel Fellow bring — 9 285 7 Tm — * 
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3 Li. Is there one Martia here ? 


94 „ Pn aa 


n this Matter — My Lord, how-d'ye? — 


airy upo 
A Word, u Don n't you remember mething- 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Moiety 
of this Lady's 
to five thouſand Pound ? 

Ain. Not a Penny, Archer - You Og ha' cut my 
8 juſt now, becauſe I wou'd nat deccive this 


' ſhou'd deceive her now. 


the Lady's Fortune is Ten thouſand Pound, we'll di. 
7 5 N take the Ten thouſand Pound, or the 
HSE hos! How! is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 


well, that Pll take the Money; I leave you to his 


Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided, for. 
Enter Foi 44> 
rag. Arra fait, de Teople do by you bh al robb'd, 


as you ſaw. | 

. Feig Upon wy Shoul aur Inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our Ion! By whom? 
Foig. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 

himſe f, and run away wid da Money... | 
£- Noble ir Tar 

Ay fait ! and me too of a hundred nk 

"= Robb d qu of a hundred Pound 

Foig. Ves fait Rana, that I did owe to him, 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frak. 


Ca vex vous. quelque cheſe de Madamoifeit (henry ? 
| Enter « a Talk with a frong Box and a-Letter, 


— 


Arch. Ay, ay, ——who wants him? TU 
Cell. 1 Thave's Ba WT. 6 Lewes fo kim. 


| ; . x 2 ch. 


ortune, which, I think, will amount 


y 
Arch. Ay, and PU cut your Throat ſtill, if vou 
Aim. That's what Iexpect; and to end the Dif ute, 


* The Ladies have been & in ſome Danger, Sir, 


Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench i 18 NE —— | 


i. = a 8 "IM - 


be his . faithful 1 riend till Death, 


39 


Arch. [Taking the Box.]-Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again ? But this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
ter, reads,] Hum, hum, hum O, *tis for the publick 
Good, and muſt be communicated to the e 


Mr. Martin, 


M Y Father being 3 of an DI the 


Rogues that are taken to-night, is gane off ; but if 


yen can procure him a Pardon, hell make great Diſcove- 


ries. that may be uſeful ta the, Country: Cou'd I have 


met you inſtead of your Maſter to-night, I-wou'd ha 
- deliver'd my Jelf into your Hands, with a Sum that much 


exceeds that in your ftrong Box, which I have ſent eu, 
zoith an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that 1 ſhall ever 


think he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daugh- 


ter — Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 
ber into her Service inſtead of Grp/ey. ; 
Aim. 1 can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance . 

was owing to her Diſcovery. _ 


Der. Your Command, my Lord, will do withour 
the Obligation. Pl! take care of her. 


Sir CS. This good Company meets 5 in 


favour of a Deſign J have in behalf of my unfortunate 
Liſter: I 3 art her from her Huſband—Gen- 
tlemen, will ou me? | 

Arch. Aſſiſt you Seth, who wou'd not ? 

Me: Ay, upon my Shoul, wel all . 


| Enter Sullem - 


Sub What's all this ?—They tell me, Went, that 
Wb gt. Fah, Seat Kr. — 
s. Sul. Truly, Spou was pretty near i 

Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos d. 


Sal. How came * hh . 


* 
* 
. 
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— 
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The Begus' Stratagem. 8 


| Cherry Boniface. | 
There's a Billet-doux for you — As for the Father, 1 


86 "The Beaux Stratagem. 
Mrs. Sl. That's bie way of returning Thanks, you 
muſt know. 
Fioig. Ay, but upon my Conſnience de Queſtion be 
apropo for all dat. | 
Sir Ch.- You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your Lady to me this Morning. : 
Sul. Humph. 8 
Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph ?— 

| üb you ſhall deer . ſhort, Sir, — have 
fwd you and your Family; and if you are not civil, 

_ we'll anbind the Rogues, 5 join with 'em, and ſet fire to 
your Houſe —— What does the Man mean? Not part 
with his Wife! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your Wife ! Upon 1 Shoul 
te Man doſh not underſtand common Shivility | 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here. muſt 
move by Conſent ; Compulſion would + Hp us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 

, Sal. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges : 
Pray, Sir, who are you? 

| Sir Ch. I am Sir Charks Freeman, come to Fare a- 

way your Wiſe. 3 

5 Tale And you, good Sir? Bob 

. Charles Viſcount Ainewell, + come to take away 
your ar Sift. Sir 
Sul. An pray : | 
Arch. — Ta, cher, Els q: come —— 

8 To take away my N er, T ente 
men, you're heartily welcome I neyer met with three 
more obliging People fince I was born And now, 
my Dear, if you pleaſe, you fhall have the firſt Word. 


Arch. And the laſt,” for five Pound. [4/rae, 
Mr 8. Sul. Spo uſe. — 2 . wn 
Sul. Rib. 3 A 


Mrs. Sul. How have you dels a epd; 

Sul. By the on logs Tal- Months; but by 
"Account, fourteen Years, © 

Mrs. Sul. *Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 

F. "ou my — dere Accoutits vitapree. 


Mrs. 


* 1 
— 1 YRS” ah on We: 


/ 


"The Beaux Stratagem. 87 
- Mrs. Sal. Pray, Spouſe, what did you n for? 

Sul. To DE my Eftate. ” , 

Sir Ch. nd have you fucceeded ? 2 
Sul. No. 7 

Arch. The Condition fails of his Side. n, 
Madam, what did you marry for? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my. Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
| agreeable Society. | 

Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd * 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Foig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a des Caaſe ! 1 

Sir Ch, What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment ? | 
1 Mrs. Sal. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with 

aſs 
Sal. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 
Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you, 
Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sul. I hate Cocking and Racing. 
Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet, 
Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 
Sul. Your Prating is worſe. | | 

Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a ape Offence to 

each other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 
Sal. A frightfal Gebling to the Sight. 
Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 
Sul. Per pans Wormwood to the Taſte. 
Mrs. Sul. Is there onearth a thing we can in 
"Sul. Ves to | 
Mrs. S/. With all my Heart. 
Sul. Your Hand. | 
Mrs. Sul. Here. 
4 Sul. Theſe Hands join d as, theſe mall part us 
way 
Mrs. Sul. North. 
Ful. South. * 
Mrs. Sal. Eaſt. X 
Sul. Weſt'; far as the Pales Aae 
© "og. | Upon my Shout, a very pretty Sheremony. 


Sir 


The . Siratagem. 


Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullr; there wants only my sil. 


ter's Fortune to make us eaſy. 
Sul. Sir Charles, you loye your Siſter, md love her 
Fortune ; ; every one to his Fancy. | 
Arch. Then you won't refund? 
Sul. Not a Stiver. | 
Arch, What is her Portion? 
Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pound, > IP 
Arch; Tl pay it: my Lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has prov d rangely lucky to 
vs all — For Captain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made 
bold, Mr. Sailea, with our Study and Eſcritore, and 
Das taken out all the ritings o yu Eftate, all the 
Articles of Marriage with your. „Bills, Bonds, 
Leaſes, Receipts, to an .infinite Value; I took 'em 
from him, and I deliver them to Sir Charles. 
[Gies him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 
Sul. How, my Writings ! my Head akes conſumed- 
ly.—Well, Gentlemen, vou ſhall have her Fortune, but 
I can't talk. If you have a mind, vir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my Siſter's: Wedding and my Di- 
vorce, you may command my Houle! Vat my Head 
akes conſumedly ;—Scrub, bring me a Dram. 
' Arch. Madam Le Ars. Sull,] there's a Country- 
Dance to the Trifle that I ſung to-day ; NINE Hand, 
and we'll lead it up. | 
| © Here a Dance. 
Arch. *Twou'd be hard to gueſs which (of theſe Par- 
ties is the better pleas d, the Couple join'd, or the 


Couple parted; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 


Happineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an. 
experienc'd Miſery. | ws 
" Both happy i 2 Several RR wwe fd: 
Thoje parted by Conſent, and thaſe conjurn'd. * 
| Confent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer Fee; 
Conſent is Law enough 10 ſet you free. 175 


Font _ The End of the' Fifth ACT.” : 
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Devgna to be fooke ; in the LY 
— 1 8 5 


— 


Pi; fo our Naa your e, cave 4 
Let its expiring Auther Pity nd. 
Surwey its mournfu! Caſe with making * 
Nor let the Bard be damm d before he dier. 
Forbear you Fair, on his laſt Scene to frown, | 


But his true Exit auitb a t cronun; 
Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
The dreadful Buell 


while ' your ap lauje he- bears. 
At Leuctra /o the Co nqu'ring Theban 04 

Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their 122 1 41 
Pleas d in the Pang. of Death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Los of Life but cheaply boup bt. 1 
The Difference this, the Greek wasone wwou'd ele, -1 | 


As brave, tho not fo ay, at Serjeant Kite > « 

Ye Cons of Will's, aubat' that to thoſe who avis / | 
To Thebes alone the 2 ow d his Bay, 5 
on may the Bard above the Hero raiſ e. 4“ 
Vince yours is greater thaw. EIN e 


s Oo 


| 7 SONG of TREE», g 
Sung by Archer in the 2. bird 4. 


7 rifling Song you | ball FINE: 15 
Begun with a Triſſe and ende => | 
All riflng People rew ner 


Ar 


Aud 1 fhall be nobly attended. : 
Pere it not for Trifles a fab, 
That lately have come into Play; | bs 
The Mes w0s'd —— #6 db, 4 
And the Women want Jomething to Jay. * 
, What makes Men erifle in Dreſſing ? 3 1 
e wah "log 4 
Aamire, by Ne Peng, 8 0 
| That eminent Trifie a Bau. A 5 
8 When . ieee < " 
We Iris of Tei ta gin | ; SPY 273 
No ſoaner the Virgin is Wan Th 
Bit a Trifle ſhall part 'em again n | B. 
— Man awui'd.be able Js "_ 
Ht White's: Half an Hour de fre - DDS B 
Or who cou A bear à Tra: Table, p | 
Without talking of T rifles for Wit * \ Th 
The Court is from Trifle fecdre, Fo 


Gold Keys are no Trifles, àueſee. 
White Rods-are-no. Trafles, Pr fure, 
Whatever their Bearers may le. 


. But 


139150 


* 


| But if 3 n 2 
7 +/ 'T ITY = 

The Levee will ſhave you bis G 

Makes go qo T * e, 


228 
9 


2 
4 Coach 2 * Footmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin: 
But, ye Gods ! how oft do e find 
4 ſcandalous Trifle Ken ? 


4 Flaſk of Champaige,' Poole ohinkit i | 


A Trifle, or ſomething as 
But if youll contrive — to — . 1. 
You'll find it no'Trifle cgad. 


4 Parker's a Trifle at a 


A Widow's à Triſße in e, 
A Peace is à Trifle todas, x 


Whe IS to-marrow. Tho s , 


A'Black Coat @ Trifle may chat, 


Or to hide it, the Red way endewvony « 


But if once the Army is broke, 


We you: have more T1 Ver then ever. | 


7 he Stage is is a Trifh, they Jay, 
The Reaſon, pray carry. along, 


Becauſe at eure new' P 


* | 
The Houſe they with T rifles + throng 


But-awith People 5 Malice to Tribe. 
And to ſet us all an 4 Foot; 
The Aythor of this is a Triſſe, 
And his Song is a Trif eto boot... 


— : . 7 a % 
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